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Standing  within  this  vault  were  ten  masked  men.  Every  one  of  them  were  aiming  revolvers  at 
the  heads  of  the  two  detectives  and  the  leader  of  the  gang,  whom  the  officers  recognized  as  the 
man  they  traced  from  Moses  Levy  s  said  in  cruel  tones  “Gentlemen. ’’  you  are  trapped!* 
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\n^„„2L  ?0A.T0  nVNT  AND  FISH.— The  meat  complete 
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CHAPTER  I. 

I 

THE  SUICIDE. 

One  rainy  night  in  April,  a  tall,  heavily  built  man,  en¬ 
veloped  in  an  ulster  and  a  black  slouched  hat,  might  have 
been  seen  emerging  from  a  well-known  “fence,”  on  Third 
avenue,  New  York,  holding  an  umbrella,  over  his  head. 

The  brim  of  his  hat  was  pulled  so  far  down  over  his  face, 
and  his  coat  collar  was  turned  so  high  up  around  his  neck, 
that  very  little  of  his  features  could  have  been  seen. 

In  fact,  he  kept  the  umbrella  so  close  to  his  head  that  any¬ 
one  passing  by  him  would  not  have  recognized  him  at  all. 

There  was  something  so  suspicious  about  the  man’s  ac¬ 
tion,  when  he  reached  the  street  and  hurriedly  glanced 
around,  that  it  attracted  the  attention  of  two  detectives 
vho  were  crouching  in  a  neighboring  doorway,  keeping  the 
pawnshop  under  surveillance. 

One  of  these  detectives  was  Old  King  Brady,  the  famous 
Secret  Service  man,  and  the  boy  with.him  was  Harry  Brady, 
his  pupil  and  partner. 

The  former,  as  our  readers  know,  was  a  tall,  gaunt  man, 
with  white  hair,  smooth-shaven  face  and  keen,. deep-set  eyes. 

He  wore  a  big,  white  felt  hat,  an  old-fashioned,  blue 
frock  coat,  tightly  buttoned  up  to  the  neck,  and  a  standing 
collar  and  stock. 

The  boy  was  a  handsome,  fearless  youth,'  attired  much 
like  his  partner,  except  that  he  was  more  stylish  in  the  cut 
of  hi-  clothing. 

Feared  by  all  the  crooks  of  Gotham,  having  a  great  af¬ 


fection  for  each  other,  although  not  related,  and  never  fail¬ 
ing  to  succeed  in  the  most  difficult  cases  they  undertook, 
the  Bradys  were  accounted  the  best  detectives  on  the  force. 

Having  nothing  special  to  do  that  night,  and  wishing  to 
keep  employed,  they  had  gone  up  to  Harlem  to  shadow 
Moses  Levy’s  place,  in  order  to  see  what  crooks  were  pledg¬ 
ing  articles  there. 

If  robberies  were  afterward  reported,  and  the  style  of 
work  done  showed  the  thefts  to  have  been  committed  by  the 
crooks  seen  by  the  detectives  going  into  the  fence,  they 
would  know  who  did  the  job,  and  be  able  to  recover  the 
goods. 

While  watching  Levy’s  place  they  had  seen  the  big  man 
with  the  umbrella  come  skulking  along  and  steal  into  the 
fence. 

Neither  of  the  detectives  recognized  him,  as  he  kept  his 
features  carefully  concealed,  and  they  concluded  that  if  he 
were  a  professional  crook  he  must  be  a  new  arrival  in  the 
city. 

When  the  man  emerged  into  the  street  Old  King  Brady 
nudged  his  companion  and  said,  in  low,  warning  tones: 

“Here  he  comes,  Harry.” 

“How. he  is  trying  to  avoid  observation!”  the  boy  com¬ 
mented. 

“I  can’t  make  out  yet  who  he  is.” 

“Nor  I.  As  most  of  Levy’s  patrons  are  grafters,  however, 
we  can  be  pretty  sure  that  this  man  is  not  straight.  The 
very  fact  of  his  stealing  here  under  cover  of  the  night,  and 
his  violent  efforts  to  conceal  his  movements,  stamp  him  as 
being  dishonest.” 
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“  It  might  he  worth  our  while  to  shadow  him,  and  find  out 
something  about  his  identity,”  suggested  the  old  sleuth. 

“We  have  no  time  to  lose,  then,”  replied  the  boy,  “for 
there  he  goes  around  that  corner.  He  is  heading  toward 
the  East  River.” 

“Put  up  your  umbrella  and  we  will  follow  him,”  said 
Old  King  Brady,  taking  a  chew  of  tobacco  and  turning  up 
the  bottoms  of  his  trousers. 

A  minute  later  the  detectives  under  one  umbrella  glided 
out  of  the  doorway,  hurried  to  the  corner,  and  glanced  down 
the  side  street. 

Over  the  black,  glittering  pavement  the  stranger  was 
hurrying  with  down-bent  head,  and  as  he  passed  under  a 
street  lamp  they  saw  him  glance  back  searchingly,  and  then 
go  on  again. 

“He  doesn’t  want  anyone  to  see  his  movements,”  Old 
King  Brady  remarked,  dryly.  “Just  see  how  watchful  he 
is.  Cross  over  the  street  and  we  will  get  in  the  shadow  of 
those  houses  yonder.” 

The  man  ahead,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  was 
striding  on  swiftly,  and  the  detectives  stealthily  dogged  his 
footsteps,  keeping  to  the  deepest  shadows,  slinking  into 
doorways  when  the  man  looked  back,  and  successfully  keep¬ 
ing  their  movements  well  concealed. 

Not  far 'from  Avenue  A,  there  stood  an  old-fashioned 
mansion,  surrounded  by  a  huge  plot  of  ground  overgrown 
with  trees  and  bushes. 

It  is  no'  longer  in  existence,  a  row  of  modern  flat  houses 
now  occupying  its  site.  It  was  the  old  Van  Veit  manor. 

For  many  years  the  property  had  been  unoccupied,  as  the 
family  had  died  out;  and  the  estate  was  in  litigation  for 
the  benefit  of  the  distant  relatives  in  other  cities. 

Neglected,  and  having  the  reputation  of  being  haunted, 
the  old  house  had  fallen  to  decay,  and  the  grounds  were 
overgrown  with  rank  weeds  and  bushes. 

The  place  had  a  singularly  forbidding  aspect. 

When  the  big  man  reached  the  broken  gate,  however,  he 
suddenly  passed  through  into  the  wild,  gloomy  garden  and 
vanished. 

Hurrying  over  to  the  entrance,  the  detectives  saw  him 
stealing  up  the  path  through  the  shrubbery  toward  the 
old  house.  * 

“What  in  thunder  brings  him  to  this  place?”  muttered 
Old  King  Brady,  in  tones  of  amazement.  “The  old  rookery 
is  deserted.” 

“Tie  has  some  mysterious  purpose  in  view,”  the  boy  an¬ 
swered,  “and  if  we  follow  him  up  we  may  find  out  what  it 
is.” 

“There  he  goes  up  on  the  front  piazza.  He’s  opening  the 
door  and  going  in.  By  Jove !  this  is  mighty  queer.  Follow 


said  Old  King  Brady,  when  they  returned  to  the  front  of 

the  house. 

As  they  glanced  up  at  the  gloomy  old  building  Harry 
suddenly  caught  view  of  a  light  passing  one  of  the  upper 
windows,  and,  pointing  at  it  excitedly,  the  boy  whispered : 

“There  he  goes  now  toward  the  upper  floors.” 

“I  am  bound  to  get  into  that  house,  Harry.” 

“You  can  do  so  by  climbing  up  that  big  cherry  tree  stand¬ 
ing  beside  the  building.  See — there’s  a  huge  limb  extending 
over  the  roof.  If  we  get  on  top  of  the  house  we  might  get 
in  through  a  scuttle.” 

“Try  it.  Are  you  armed?  We  may  have  trouble.” 

“I’ve  got  a  pistol  and  a  dark  lantern.” 

“And  so  have  I.’} 

They  went  over  to  the  big  tree,  climbed  up  the  wet  trunk 
and,  going  out  on  the  branch,  finally  reached  the  roof. 

One  quick  glance  showed  them  a  scuttle  and  a  skylight, 
the  glass  panes  in  which  were  broken  on  one  side. 

Harry  made  an  effort  to  raise  the  scuttle,  but  it  was 
hooked  inside  and  he  was  not  able  to  lift  it  an  inch. 

“Can’t  do  it,”  he  muttered. 

“Let’s  see  what  we  can  do  with  the  skylight,”  said  Old 

• _  •  » 

King  Bradv. 

They  strode  over  to  it  and  peered  down  through  the  , 
broken  panes. 

Everything  was  dark  and  gloomy  below. 

A  line  of  telegraph  wires  coming  from  the  street  ran  to 
some  porcelain  insulators  fastened  to  the  skylight  curb, 
and  the  wires  passed  through  into  the  interior  of  the  build¬ 
ing. 

The  detectives  wondered  at  these  wires  being  there,  for 
the  house  had,  to  their  knowledge,  been  deserted  so  many 
years  that  it  seemed  strange  that  even  dead  wires  should 
remain  there  for  such  a  length  of  time  in  disuse. 

Just  as  they  peered  down  through  the  skylight,  there  came 
a  sudden,  dazzling  flash  that  brilliantly  lit  up  a  big  apart¬ 
ment  below. 

It  was  a  huge,  bare  room,  containing  a  man,  who  crouched 
back  in  a  comer,  pale  and  emaciated,  his  clothing  in  tat¬ 
ters,  his  hair  unkempt  and  his  face  covered  with  a  griz¬ 
zled  beard. 

The  tall  stranger  whom  the  Bradys  had  been  shadowing 
had  unlocked  the  door  and  stepped  into  the  room  with  a 
lamp  in  his  hand. 

A  black  mask  now  covered  his  face,  and  he  stood  on  the 
threshold  a  moment,  glaring  at  his  prisoner  ferociously. 

Finally  he  stepped  into  the  room,  locked  the  door,  set 
the  lamp  on  the  floor  and  gave  a  peculiar  wistle. 

Instantly  the  barrels  of  several  rifles  were  thrust  through 


him.” 

They  hurried  over  to  the  house  and,  reaching  the  door, 
they  tried  to  open  it,  but  found  that  it  was  locked  inside. 

Next  they  made  an  effort  to  open  the  windows,  but  found 
that  they,  too,  were  firmly  secured. 

A  circuit  of  the  house  was  next  made,  and  all  the  other 


some  small,  circular  openings  cut  through  the  three  win¬ 
dowless  walls  of  the  room,  high  up  from  the  floor,  near  the 
ceiling. 


These  deadh  weapons  were  pointed  toward  the  wretched 

prisoner  with  fiendish  precision  by  the  hidden  holders  out- ' 
side  the  room. 


windows  and  doors  tried,  with  no ’better  success. 

“  Every  opening  secured  so  we  can't  get  in  without  force,” 


A  sneering  chuckle  escaped  the  masked  man.  and  the  pris¬ 
oner.  whose  eyes  by  this  time  had  besome  accustomed  to  the 
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light,  stood  up,  faced  the  newcomer  and  cried,  in  hoarse 
tones : 

**  Have  you  come  here  again  to  gloat  over  my  misery  ?” 

The  masked  man  drew  a  revolver  from  his  pocket,  strode 
'ever  to  his  victim,  and  held  out  the  pistol  to  him,  and  an¬ 
swered  : 

“No.  I  have  come  to  give  you  the  only  chance  you  have  to 
escape  from  here — that  is,  by  means  of  the  grave.  Take 
this  pistol.  Blow  your  brains  out.” 

The  prisoner  eagerly  seized  the  weapon  and  aimed  it  at 
the  masked  man. 

“I  will  kill  you,  you  demon!”  he  shrieked,  madly. 

“Hold!”  cried  the  other.  “You  will  gain  nothing  by 
committing  murder.  See  those  gun-barrels  in  the  wall? 
If  you  injure  me  you  will  get  shot  to  pieces.  Don’t  be  a 
fool.  Obey  me.  Kill  yourself  !” 

A  deep  groan  of  anguish  escaped  the  prisoner,  and  he 
reeled  back. 

For  a  moment  he  stood  pale  and  panting.  Then,  in  utter 
desperation  he  suddenly  raised  the  revolver  to  his  temple 
and  pulled  the  trigger. 

A  blinding  flash  and  a  loud  report  followed,  and  he  fell 
heavily  to  the  floor. 

t 


CHAPTER  II. 

A  QUEER  DISAPPEARANCE. 

The  Bradys  had  witnessed  the  entire  occurrence  in  the 
room  below,  and  a  thrill  of  intense  horror  shot  through  them 
when  the  tragedy  happened. 

Neither  of  them  expected  to  see  the  prisoner  deliberately 
follow  the  masked  man’s  order  to  so  suddenly  commit  sui¬ 
cide. 

Both  detectives  had  been  drawing  their  own  weapons, 
intending  to  fire  at  the  masked  man,  and  rescue  his  prison¬ 
er  as  soon  as  they  could  get  down  into  the  room  below. 

The  sudden  and  unexpected  termination  of  the  fatal  scene 
instantly  changed  all  their  plans,  however,  and  filled  them 
with,  dismay. 

Recoiling  from  the  skylight  for  an  instant,  the  detectives 
glanced  at  each  other  with  astonished  expressions,  and  Har¬ 
ry  gasped : 

“Well,  what  do  vou  think  of  that?” 

“Atrocious!”  returned  Old  King  Brady. 

“The  masked  man  wanted  his  prisoner  dead,  but  saved 
himself  with  devilish  cunning  from  a  charge  of  murder, 
by  forcing  his  miserable  victim  to  kill  himself.” 

“Technically,  the  masked  man  is  no  murderer;  but  from 
a  humane  point  of  view  he  is  as  much  that  poor  felloiv’s 
-layer  as  if  he  had  shot  the  man  with  his  own  hand.” 

“As  we  witnessed  the  deed,”  said  Harry,  “let  us  get  into 
the  house,  arrest  the  masked  man,  and  find  out  why  he  kept 
that  man  a  prisoner  here,  and  why  he  caused  him  to  com¬ 
mit  suicide.” 

They  turned  their  glances  upon  the  skylight  again. 


At  one  look  down  into  the  room  they  saw  that  the  light 
was  gone.  t 

Old  King  Brady  became  suspicious  of  this,  and  exclaim¬ 
ed: 

“You  go  back  to  the  yard,  quick,  and  guard  the  front  of 
the  house.  The  masked  man  and  his  pals  who  held  those 
rifles  may  be  escaping.  I’ll  drop  down  into  that  room, 
through  the  skylight.  If  I  meet  with  danger  I’ll  discharge 
my  pistol  and  you  come  in.  Should  I  hear  your  revolver 
Ill  know  you  need  me,  and  I’ll  go  to  your  aid  as  quickly  as 
I  can.” 

“Very  well,”  assented  the  boy,  and  away  he  went  to  the 
limb  of  the  cherry  tree,  in  order  to  get  down  to  the  ground 
again. 

Old  King  Brady  lit  his  dark  lantern,  got  his  pistol  ready 
for  use  and  pulled  the  skylight  off  the  feurb. 

He  had  seen  that  the  distance  down  to  the  floor  below  was 
only  ten  feet,  and  he  hung  by  his  hands  from  the  curb, 
dropped  a  distance  of  about  four  feet,  and  landed  on  the 
bare  boards  with  a  bang. 

,  For  an  instant  he  stood  silently  listening. 

,Not  a  sound  reached  his  ears. 

Then  he  pulled  his  dark  lantern  from  his  pocket  and 
flashed  its  rays  around  the  room,  in  quest  of  the  masked 
man. 

He  had  vanished. 

The  door  stood  wide  open. 

All  the  rifle  barrels  had  disappeared  from  the  holes  in 
the  walls,  and ‘the  old  detective  turned  his  light  upon  the 
floor. 

He  wanted  to  examine  the  dead  man. 

But  the  suicide  was  gone,  too  ! 

The  detective  was  bitterly  disappointed. 

“That  masked  fellow  must  have  carried  him  out  of  here,” 
he  cogitated.  “If  they  are  still  in  the  house  I’ll  have  them. 
Should  they  get  out  ahead  of  me  Harry  will  grab  them.” 

Just  then  a  bright,  glittering  object  lying  on  the  floor 
caught  his  view,  and  he  picked  it  up  and  found  it  was  the 
revolver  with  which  the  suicide  had  put  an  end  to  his  life. 

It  w'as  still  warm  from  the  shot. 

Old  King  Brady  was  struck  by  the  peculiar  shape  of  the 
pistol. 

It  was  of  .32-calibre,  nickel-plated,  and  carried  five  cart¬ 
ridges,  of  the  centre-fire  type,  with  curious-looking  bullets. 

The  pistol  was  extremely  short-barreled,  and  the  handle 
was  covered  with  pure  ivory,  carved  on  each  side  with  a 
human  s^ull  and  cross-bones. 

The  cartridge  bullets  had  flattened  ends  with  small  holes 
bored  in  them,  and  four  rings  encircling  them  where  they 
joined  the  brass  shells. 

“Expanding  bullets,”  Old  King  Brady  muttered,  as  he 
finished  his  inspection  and  placed  the  weapon  in  his  pock¬ 
et.  “I’ll  keep  this.  It  may  prove  to  be  a  valuable  clew  in 
establishing  the  identity  of  the  masked  villain  and  his  un¬ 
lucky  victim.  Now  to  find  them.” 

He  passed  through  the  door  into  a  wide  hall. 

There  were  empty  rooms  on  throe  sides  of  the  one  in 
which  the  tragedy  had  taken  place,  but  no  one  was  in  them. 


4 


TIfE  BRADYS  IN  THE  JAWS  OF  DEATH. 


A  thick  layer  of  dust  on  the  floors  of  all  the  rooms  showed 
him  that  they  had  been  occupied  by  a  number  of  men,  for 
the  imprints  of  their  shoes  yet  remained  stamped  there. 

Holes  had  been  punched  through  the  walls,  up  near  the 
cornices,  and  the  old  detective  viewed  them  thoughtfully 
and  muttered : 

“Made  to  ventilate  the  prisoner’s  room,  no  doubt.  In 
order  to  reach  them  the  men  with  the  guns  stood  on  their 
companions’  shoulders.  Well,  they  ain’t  on  this  floor.” 

He  thereupon  descended  the  stairs., 

As  he  heard  nothing  fr:m  Harry  he  concluded  that  none 
of  the  mysterious  gang  had  yet  ventured  to  leave  the  house. 

Reaching  the  ground  floor,  the  old  detective  passed 
through  the  empty  rooms,  carefully  scrutinizing  everything, 
but  failed  to  see  anything  of  the  men  he  was  searching  for. 

These  floors  must  have  been  swept,  for  there  was  little 
or  no  dust  upon  them  to  hold  the  tell-tale  foot  imprints. 

Old  King  Brady  was  getting  worried. 

“Where  can  they  be?”  he  cogitated.  “Surely  not  in  the 
cellar.  But  I’ll  2:0  down  there  and  investigate.” 

Q  o 

He  found  the  cellar  door  bolted. 

This  seemed  good  evidence  that  it  had  not  been  used. 

Nevertheless,  he  opened  it  and  descended  the  stairs. 

Before  him  was  a  huge  cellar,  with  a  row  of  posts  run¬ 
ning  through  the  centre  to  support  the  rafter  girders. 

The  concrete  floor  was  hard  and  dirty,  but  contained  no 
marks  of  unusual  character,  and  there  was  a  small  recess 
in  the  front  wall,  covered  with  an  iron  grating,  for  the  re¬ 
ception  of  coal. 

But’  there  were  no  signs  of  the  masked  man  and  his  vic¬ 
tim. 

Old  King  Brady  was  puzzled  and  surprised. 

He  searched  the  place  as  a  mere  matter  of  form,  and 
then  retraced  his  steps  up-stairs,  muttering: 

“They  ain’t  down  here,  either.  But  where  can  they  be?” 

He  had  closely  searched  every  room,  closet  and  cupboard 
in  the  house,  from  top  to  bottom,  without  finding  the  ones 
he  sought,  and  at  length  was  forced  to  admit  defeat. 

In  addition  to  a  general  inspectiofi  of  the  rooms  and  halls 
he  had  tried  every  door  and  window  and  found  them  locked 
and  bolted  on  the  inside.  That  made  the  case  all  the  more 
mysterious. 

He  concluded  that  they  could  not  get  out  without  unlock¬ 
ing  or  unbolting  the  doors  or  windows,  and  argued  that  they 
could  not  have  done  so  and  then  locked  and  bolted  them 
after  they  got  out. 

Completely  puzzled,  he  went  up-stairs. 

Unlockinghhe  front  door,  he  met  Harry  on  the  piazza. 

“Seen  them  ?”  he  asked  the  boy,  expectantly. 

“No.  Have  you ?”  Harry  replied.  • 

“Not  a  sign.” 

“Ain’t  they  in  the  house?” 

“No.  And  T  can’t  find  how  they  got  out.” 

“Perhaps  they  are  hidden  somewhere  about  the  house.” 

“There  isn’t  a  hole  or  corner  that  I  haven’t  searched.  If 
they  arc  hidden,  their  place  of  concealment  is  so  well  dis¬ 
guised  as  to  defy  my  most  careful  search  to  find  it,” 

“What,  then,  could  have  become  of  them?”  ■ 


“ Dot  us  search  the  grounds  for  some  trace.” 

With  their  dark  lanterns  reflecting  on  the  ground,  they 
went  around  the  house,  and,  finding  nothing  there,  proceed¬ 
ed  to  the  barn. 

Outside  the  door  they  paused. 

In  the  muddy  ground  they  saw  a  number  of  footprints 
freshly  made,  for  they  were  not  yet  filled  with  water  from 
the  falling  rain. 

“At  last !  Here  are  their  tracks  !”  cried  Harry.  “See — 
they  lead  to  the  fence  on  the  Avenue  A  side.  Follow  them.” 

“How  did  they  get  in  the  barn?” 

“There  may  be  a  secret  passage  from  the  house.  If  they 
crossed  the  wet  ground  we  would  have  seen  their  tracks.” 

Following  the  trail  to  the  fence,  they,  got  out  in  the  street 
through  a  gate.  A  policeman  ran  toward  them,  demanding : 

“Say!  what  wor  yez  doin’  in  there?” 

“WTe’re  detectives,  after  a  gang.  Here  are  our  badges,” 
said  Harry. 

“Oh,”  said  the  officer,  in  satisfied  tones.  “I  see.  It’s 
only  five  minutes  ago  I’m  after  chasin’  tin  min  who  came 
from  here  carryin’  wan  av  thim  who  seemed  ter  be  ailin’.” 

“It  was  a  corpse  they  carried.  Where  did  they  go?” 

“Over  ter  ther  river.  Sure,  they  got  away  in  a  row  boat.” 

“Show  us  where  they  went.” 

The  patrolman  led  them  down  to  the  foo£  of  the  -street. 
They  glanced  out  on  the  foggy  river,  but  failed  to  see  any¬ 
thing. 

The  policeman  questioned  them  about  the  matter,  and 
they  told  him  what  had  happened. 

He  said  he  had  never  seen  anyone  about  the  grounds  of 
the  old  mansion  before,  and  declared  he  would  watch  in  the 
future. 

The  Bradys  then  left  him  and  went  down  to  headquarters, 
to  report  the  mysterious  occurrence  to  their  Chief  and  get 
his  views  on  the  subject. 


CHAPTEfe  III. 

ABOUT  THE  WIRE  TAPPERS. 

“You  say  you  were  here  to  see  me  last  night  about  eleven 
o'clock  ?” 

“We  were,  Chief,”  answered  Old  King  Brady,  as  he  and 
Harry  sat  down  in  the  office  at  headquarters  on  the  following 
afternoon.  “  ^  ou  had  gone  home  for  the  night,  we  were 
told.” 

“And  what  did  you  want  of  me?” 

“We  have  just  unearthed  a  curious  mystery.” 

“Indeed !  Let  me  hear  the  particulars,”  said  the  Chief, 
taking  a  cigar  from  his  pocket  and  lighting  it. 

The  Bradys  told  him  all  about  the  happenings  of  the  pre¬ 
vious  night,  and  he  listened  attentively  until  the  story  was 
finished. 

He  then  fell  into  a  deep  study. 

The  Chief  was  analyzing  the  whole  matter. 

Presently  lie  glanced  up  at  the  detectives  and  s^iid : 

“Ifs  a  very  peculiar  ease.” 

\ 
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“Have  yon  formed  any  theory  about  it?”  queried  the  old 
sleuth. 

"  Certainly  I  have.  But  theories  are  mere  guesswork.  To 
solve  the  mystery  properly  one  must  have  facts  to  work  on. 

“  The  first  point  to  be  ascertained  under  the  circumstances 
is  the  identity  of  the  parties  concerned  in  the  case.  Can 
you  do  it?” 

“Yes,”  promptly  answered  Harry.  “I  think  we  may.” 

“  The  next  fact  to  be  established,”  continued  the  Chief, 
puffing  at  his  cigar,  “is  the  motive  for  the  deed.” 

“It  won't  be  so  easy  to  do  that.” 

“If  you  could  learn  the  motive  of  that  crime,”  said  the 
Chief,  “you  could  very  easily  find  out  who  the  criminals 

are.” 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  quietly,  “if  we  can’t  find  out  who 
did  the  job,  we*  will  bend  all  our  energies  toward  discovering 
why  that  masked  man  induced  his  prisoner  to  commit  sui¬ 
cide.  But  it  is  going  to  be  a  very  hard  case,  as  the  clews 
we  have  to  follow  are  so  meagre  that 'they  don’t  offer  much 
encouragement.” 

“I  never  knew  of  the  difficulty  of  a  case  frightening  eith¬ 
er  one  of  you  into  giving  it  up,”  laughed  the  Chief. 

“Oh,  if  you  assign  us  to  unravelling  this  mystery  we  will 
do  the  job  effectively,”  carelessly  answered  the  young  de¬ 
tective. 

“I  do  want  you  to  work  it  up.” 

Very  well,  sir  ;  it  shall  be  done.” 

Have  you  any  idea  who  the  crooks  were?” 

“None  whatever,”  answered  Harry. 

“Nor  a  theory  as  to  why  the  job  was  committed?” 

“  We  only  know  this  much  :  The  prisoner  was  not  wanted 
on  earth  by  the  masked  man.  What  that  reason  was  is  a 
mystery.  He  evidently  feared  to  murder  the  prisoner,  gs  he 
doubtless  dreaded  the  consequence  of  being  arrested  for 
such  a  deed.  For  that  reason  he  kept  his  man  alive,  but 
drove  the  poor  wretch  to  a  point  of,  such  desperation  that  J 
he  lost  all  interest  in  life.  The  prisoner  evidently  consid¬ 
ered  his  case  hopeless.  As  death  was  preferable  to  being 
held  a  captive,  he  chose  the  lesser  of  the  two  evils  and  com-, 
mitted  suicide  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  during  a  sudden 

frenzv.  Had  he  remained  cool,  calm  and  collected  he  would 

«/  ^ 

not  have  destroyed  himself,  except  as  a  last  resort  against 
a  graver  danger.” 

“Your  ideas  seem  to  be  quite  reasonable.” 

“We  have  only  got  two  slim  chances  to  solve  this  mys¬ 
tery.”  1  v  / 

J 

“To  what  do  you  allude?” 

“Bv  applying  to  Moses  Levy,  the  fence,  we  may  ascertain 
who  the  masked  man  was,”  replied  Harry,  “and  once  we 
establhh  his  identity  we  might  learn  why  he  held  that  man 
a  prisoner  and  drove  him  to  commit  suicide.” 

r  * 

“And  the  other  chance?” 

“f?  to  find  out  where  that  peculiar  pistol  came  from  with 
which  the  man  killed  himself.” 

“TYd  won’t  be  quite  so  easy,  perhaps.” 

“So:  we  don’t  think  it  will.  The  misfortune  is  that  we 
thib-d  to  see  the  masked  man’s  face,  and  didn’t  detect  any 
o'  nngui-hing  point  about  hi-  hands,  his  walk  or  his  voice.”. 


“Consequently  lie  is  a  sealed  mystery  to  you.” 
Exactly,”  assented  the  boy. 
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Just  then  the  headquarters  telegraph  operator  knocked 
at  the  door  and  came  in,  saying  to  the  Chief: 

“Report  on  the  ’phone  from  the  Morgue.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Man  floater  found  in  the  East  River,  near  Hell  Gate, 
with  a  bullet  hole  in  his  right  temple.” 

The  Bradys  glanced  significantly  at  each  other. 

Noticing  this,  the  Chief  asked  the  operator: 

“When  was  the  body  found?” 

“To-day,  at  three  o’clock.” 

By  whom  ?” 

“Paddy  McDermott,  captain  of  the  tugboat  Happy-Go- 
Lucky.” 

“Describe  the  floater.” 

“Man  of  fifty.  Ragged  clothes.  Grizzled  beard.  Long, 
gray  hair.  Wore  no  underwear  except  socks.  Had  no  collar 
on  his  flannel  outing  shirt.  Buttoned  shoes.  No.  7.  No 
marks  on  the  body.  Evidently  a  person  of  refinement. 
Nothing  in  the  way  of  money,  jewelry  or  papers.  The 
Morgue  keeper  said  he  had  not  been  in  the  water  twenty-four 
hours.  Looks  like  the  victim  of  murder.” 

“Anything  else? 

“No,  sir.” 

“You  may  go 

The  operator  closed  the  door 

When  he  was  gone,  the  Chief  asked  Old  King  Brady : 

“Is  it  the  suicide ?” 

“That  description  would  fit  him.” 

“Yrou  had  better  go  to  the  Morgue  and  see.” 

“We  shall.” 

“Evidently  the  masked  man  and  his  pals  flung  the  body 
overboard  when  they  got  out  on  the  river  in  their  boat.” 

“That’s  probably  what  they  intended  to  do  when  they 
carried  the  body  from  the  old  manor,”  answered  Harry. 

The  Chief  picked  up  a  paper  from  his  desk  and  glanced 
over  it. 

Finally  he  laid  it  down  again,  and  remarked : 

“I  wish  this  case  had  not/come  up  just  now.” 

“Why?”  queried  the  boy,  curiously. 

“Because  I  had  another  job  laid  out  for  you.” 

“What  was  it?”  t 

“To  trap  the  wire-tappers.” 

The  Bradys’  curiosity  was  aroused  bv  this  reply. 

The  wire-tappers?”  asked  Harry. 

Yes.  You  know  what  they  are,  don’t  you  ?” 

“Of  course.  They  are  usually  expert  telegraph  operators 
and  linemen  who  attach  wires  to  the  main  lines,  run  the 
wires  to  a  telegraph  sounder  and  read  the  news  sent  over 
the  line  as  soon  as  the  operator  in  the  telegraph  office  gets 
it.” 

“That’s  the  definition  of  a  wire-tapper,”  laughed  the 
Chief,  “but  as  wire-tapping  is  usually  done  merely  for  the 
sake  of  profiting  by  the  news  thus  gleaned  it  must  be  borne 
in  mind  that  only  two  classes  of  people  usually  suffer  from 
wire-tapping.  I  refer  to  race-track  poolrooms  and  bankers 
and  brokers.” 
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‘‘Who  are  the  sufferers  in  this  instance,  Chief?” 

“Eve  received  many  complaints  from  both  parties.  Of 
course  1  don’t  care  a  rap  how  much  the  poolroom  keepers 
are  hit  by  wire-tapping,  but  I  must  pay  attention  to  the 
complaints  of  the  bankers  and  brokers,  for  they  are  gamblers 
of  a  stripe  that  command  the  respect  of  the  telegraph  com¬ 
panies.  The  Western  Union  general  manager  was  here  to¬ 
day,  and  demanded  our  aid  to  run  down  a  desperate  gang 
of  wire-tappers  who  have  been  operating  on  their  lines  for 
a  long  time,  and  thus  have  caused  the  ruination  of  many 
firms.” 

“What  is  their  mode  of  operations?” 

“  They  seem  to  be  familiar  with  the  stock  news  that  goes 
c^ver  certain  wires,  and  when  they  tap  the  wires  and  get  se¬ 
cret  information,  they  have  a  pal  on  'Change  who  plunges 
for  them,  causing  them  to  make  heaps  of  money  and  forcing 
some  brokers  to  the  verge  of  bankruptcy.  This  can  be  done 
by  securing  information  in  advance,  by  tapping  the  wires, 
as  to  how  certain  stocks  are  going.  It’s  like  getting  .an  ad¬ 
vance  tip  on  a  fixed  horse-race.” 

“I  see  !”  said  Harry,  nodding. 

“This  paper  on  my  desk  contains  a  map  of  the  tapped 
wires  I  wanted  vou  to  watch,  and  also  a  list  of  the  firms  af- 
fected  by  the  abominable  practice.  But  as  long  as  you  are 
going  to  be  occupied  with  the  other  case  you  may  as  well 
let  this  go.” 

“No,  no!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Let  us  have  the  list, 
Chief,  and  ive  will  see  if  we  can  combine  theetwo  jobs.” 

“Very  well,”  assented  the  Chief,  handing  it  over. 

Old  King  Brady  glaiiced  at  the  map. 

Suddenly  he  started,  glaftced  up  and,  pointing  at  an  ink 
spot  on  the  paper,  cried,  in  excited  tones : 

“See  here — on  the  line  at  66th  street  and  Avenue  A — it’s 
marked  as  being  .tapped  there — opposite  the  old  house  where 
the  tragedy  occurred.  Harry — do  you  recollect  the  tele¬ 
graph  wires  attached  to  the  skylight,  which  entered  the  old 
mansion?  I’ll  bet  anything  that  the  wire-tappers  and  the 
gang  with  the  masked  man  are  identical !” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

AT  THE  MORGUE. 

An  amazed  expression  flashed  across  the  Chief’s  usually 
immobile  face  when  he  heard  what  Old  King  Brady  said  to 
Harry.  •  ' 

“What!”  he. exclaimed,  “do  you  mean  to  say  that  there 
are  telegraph  wires  running  from  the  trunk  line  in  the  street 
to  the  roof  of  the  old  Van  Veit  manor,  in  66th  street?” 

“Just  so,”  assented  Old  King  Brady,  smilingly,  “and 
we  wondered  at  the  time  we  saw  them  why  they  were  there.” 

“You  have  made  an  important  discovery.” 

“So  it  seems,  although  we  were  ignorant  of  it  until  now.” 

“  T  advise  you  to  examine  deeper  into  that  point.” 

“We  intend  to.”  , 

“If,  as  you  suspect,  the  wires  have  been  tapped  at  that 
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point  you  may  be  pretty  sure  that  the  men  concerned  ih  that 
captive’s  suicide  have  something  to  do  with  the  wire-tap¬ 
ping.” 

“Do  you  know  any  of  the  wire-tappers,  Chief?” 

“No  one  has,ever  gained  a  good  description  of  them  in  the 
police  department.  But  by  applying  to  the  general  manager 
of  the  Western  Union  you  may  be  able  to  find  out  something 
about  the  crooks.  Owing  to  the  fact  that  the  wire-tappers 
are  expert  operators,  it’s  reasonable  to  suppose  that  they 
have  at  some  period  of  their  lives  been  employes  of  that 
Company.  It  seems  to  me  the  manager  ought  to  have  some¬ 
body  under  suspicion.” 

“Very  true.  If  he  has  we  might  run  down  the  suspected 
parties  and  ascertain  if  they  belong  to  the  gang  at  the  old 
manor,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It’s  evident  by  this  chart 
that  the  company  has  had  out  tracers  to  follow  the  lines  and 
locate  the  places  where  they  have  been  and  are  being  tapped.” 

“That  is  self-evident.” 

% 

Some  more  conversation  ensued,  and  the  Bradys  set  out 
for  the  Morgue,  at  the  foot  of  East  26th  street. 

When  they  reached  the  handsome  new  edifice  and  met  the 
keeper  he  recognized  them  with  a  nod  and  a  smile,  and  ask¬ 
ed,  cheer  fullv : 

“Well,  Old  King  Brady,  what  do  you  want  here  to-day?” 

“I  wish  to  see  the  floater  brought  in  this  afternoon.” 

“The  one  with  the  bullet  hole  in  his  temple?” 

“Yes;  that’s  the  chap.” 

“Come  this  way  and  I’ll  show  him  to  you.” 

He  led  the  officers  inside. 

Pausing  before  a  slab  upon  which  lay  a  body  covered  by  a 
sheet  he  pointed  at  it  and  said,  grinily : 

“There  he  is.” 

Old  King  Brady  drew  the  sheet  aside  from  the  face. 

The  moment  the  detectives  saw  the  white,  set  features 
of  the  man  they  glanced  at  each  other  and  nodded. 

“He’s  the  one !”  excjaimed  Harry. 

“Yes.  I  saw  his  face  distinctly  when  he  was  alive.” 

Turning  to  the  Morgue  keeper  the  boy  asked,  carelessly: 

“Did  you  find  any  marks  of  violence  upon  this  body  except 
the  wound  in  the  right  temple  ?” 

“Not  a  mark.” 

»  “Were  there  any  marks  of  identification  on  his  body,  such 
as  a  tattoo,  a  curious  mole,  a  broken  bone  ?” 

“Not  a  sear  or  other  blemish.” 

“  As  a  matter  of  form,  we  will  examine  him.”  * 

“Proceed.” 

“Meantime  you  bring  his  clothing  here.” 

“All  right,  sir.” 

When  the  keeper  went  away  the  detectives  made  a  search¬ 
ing  examination  of  the  corpse. 

They  failed  to  discover  any  marks  of  an  unusual  character 
on  his  skin. 


me  iime  tney  iinisiiecl  the  keeper  returned 


clothes. 

The  detectives  took  them,  made  a  careful  examination 
each  separate  article,  and  found  that,  although  they  wo 
in  the  last  stages  of  dilapidation,  they  had  once  boon  t 
finest  procurable. 
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“It  is  very  evident,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “that  this 
man  was  not  a  poor,  miserable  tramp,  such  as  he  appeared 
to  us.  In  the  tirst  place,  his  hands  and  feet  are  compara¬ 
tively  small,  white  and  well  cared  for.  His  body  is  that  of 
a  person  who  was  nourished  on  good  foods.  His  features 
are  patrician,  and  the  only  reason  his  hair  and  beard  were  go 
long  and  unkempt  was  that  for  a  long  time  he  was  unable 
to  properly  care  for  them.” 

“You  think  he  was  a  well-bred  man,  then?” 

“Precisely.  The  evidence  lies  before  you.” 

“How  are  we  to  find  out  who  he  is?” 


Old  King  Brady  turned  to  the  Morgue  keeper  and  asked : 

“Have  you  a  photograph  of  this  unfortunate?” 

“We  have.  We  photograph  every  subject  brought  here.” 

“Have  any  reporters  of  the  daily  papers  called  yet?” 

“No;  not  one.  But  they  will,  of  course.” 

“Then  give  them  a  picture  of  this  man,  and  get  them  to 
have  it  published  with  their  account  of  the  case.  It  may 
lead  to  the  relatives  of  this  man  reclaiming  the  body.” 

“That’s  a  good  plan,  Mr.  Brady,  and  I’ll  do  it.” 

“Are  you  sure  there  was  nothing  in  the  man’s  pockets?” 

“Positive,  sir.” 

“I’ll  see  where  his  clothing  was  made.” 

As  he  spoke,  Old  King  Brady  picked  up  the  trousers  and 
examined  the  suspender  buttons. 

Upon  them  was  embossed  the  name  of  “Howard  &  Co., 


Making  a  note  of  it  and  securing  a  piece  of  the  cloth  the 
old  detective  thanked  the  Morgue  keeper  and  departed,  say¬ 
ing: 

“Notify  us  if  anyone  calls  and  identifies  the  corpse.” 

“I’ll  telephone  you  at  headquarters/ sir.” 

When  the  detective  reached  the  street  he  led  his  com¬ 
panion  to  a  drug  store,  consulted  a  directory  and  located 
Howard  &  Co. 

/ 

“The  clothier  is  on  Broadwav,  near  23d  street,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “We’ll  take  a  crosstown  car  and  go  over  and 
see  him.” 

/ 

This  plan  was  carried  out. 

Upon  reaching  the  fashionable  store  in  question,  the 
Bradys  called  for  the  proprietor,  and  introduced  themselves. 

“A  man  was  killed,”  said  the  old  detective,  producing  the 
piece  of  cloth  he  had  taken  from  the  corpse,  “and  he  wore  a 
pair  of  trousers  made  of  this  cloth,  upon  which  there  were 
buttons  of  blue  steel,  bearing  your  name.” 

“Well?”  demanded  Mr.  Howard,  taking  the  sample  and 
examining  it. 

“We  wish  to  find  out  if  you  know  who  the  man  is.” 

“Can  vou  describe  his  appearance?  I  am  personally  ac¬ 
quainted  with  most  of  our  steady  customers,  and  might  be 
aide  to  identify  the  party  to  help  your  work.” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  him  a  vivid  description  of  the 
corpse,  but  the  clothier  frowned,  and  scowled,  and  pon¬ 
dered,  and  shook  his  head,  and  finally  said: 

“No;  I  don’t  know  him  by  that  description.” 

“Would  you  mind  going  to  the  Morgue  and  looking  at 

Min?”  .  i  , 

“Certainly  I’ll  go.” 


They  returned  to  the  grim  building  with  him. 

He  viewed  the  corpse  keenly  a  few  moments,  and,  shaking 
his  head  again,  said: 

“I'm  sorry  to  disappoint  you,  gentlemen,  but  I  don’t 
know  this  man,  and  never  saw  him  before  in  my  life.” 

The  Bradys  felt  a  deep  pang  of  disgust. 

They  thanked  the  merchant  for  his  kindness,  and  all  went 
out  again  and  parted  in  the  street. 

“One  setback,”  growled  Old  King  Brady. 

“Never  mind,”  consolingly  answered  the  boy,  “we  have 
several  more  chances  of  finding  out  who  he  is.” 

“Which  way  now?” 

“To  the  Van  Veit  manor.” 

“To  trace  the  wires?” 

“Exactly.” 

They  rode  up  to  65th  street,  on  the  Second  avenue  elevated 
railroad,  and  made  their  way  up  to  the  old  house. 

Observing  two  galvanized  wires  spliced  to  the  main  line 
in  the  street,  the  detectives  carefully  traced  them  into  the 
grounds. 

Here  they  were  fastened  to  insulators  in  the  trees,  and 
ran  over  to  the  roof  of  the  ruined  old  building. 

The  detectives  found  the  front  door  open. 

Passing  in  and  going  up-stairs,  they  noted  where  the 
wires  came  in  through  the  skylight,  and  traced  them  along 
the  wall.  » 

They  passed  through  the  door  frame  into  the  hall,  and 
thence  were  brought  down-stairs  to  the  cellar. 

Here  they  passed  through  the  stone  wall. 

By  the  light  of  their  lanterns  the  l^radys  keenly  scruti¬ 
nized  the  masonry,  and  then  began  to  sound  it  where  the 
wires  hung.. 

At  one  spot  a  hollow  sound  was  emitted.  They  now  saw 
that  a  door  of  wood  was  painted  and  kalsomined  to  look  as 
though  the  stone  work  were  set  in  the  wall.  It  w£s  a  clever 
deception. 

The  detectives  rushed  at  it  and  struck  the  door  with  their 

* 

shoulders. 

A  violent  crash  was  heard  as  it  was  burst  open. 

The  Bradys  were  precipitated  head  first  into  an  old  wine 
vault,  where  they  landed  on  their  hands  and  knees. 

Hastily  scrambling  to  their  feet  they  glanced  around, 
and  gave  utterance  to  exclamations  of  astonishment  at  what 
they  beheld. 


CHAPTER  V. 

IN  THE  JAWS  OF  DEATH. 

4 

♦ 

The  vault  into  which  the  Bradys  plunged  was  about 
twenty  feet  in  diameter. 

It  contained  a  couple  of  chairs,  a  table,  on  which  stood  a 
telegraphic  key,  sounder  and  relay,  and  upon  the  floor  lay 
a  number  of  newspapers. 

An  oil  lamp  hung  over  the  table  from  the  brick  arch 
above. 
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Standing  within  this  vault  were  ten  masked  men. 

Every  one  of  them  were  aiming  revolvers  at  the  heads  of 
the  two  detectives,  and  the  leader  of  the  gang,  whom  the 
officers  recognized  as  the  man  they  traced  from  Moses  Levy’s, 
said,  in  harsh,  cruel  tones: 

“Gentlemen,  you  are  trapped!” 

“Thunder!”  ejaculated  Old  King  Brady,  in  dismay. 

“Move  hand  or  foot  and  you  are  dead  men !” 

“They’ve  got  us!”  Harry  exclaimed. 

“Up  with  your  hands!” 

“We  surrender,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 

“You  are  wise.” 

“Oh,  we  don’t  wish  to  get  riddled  with  bullets.” 

“You  are  Secret  Service  men  known  as  the  Bradys,  aren’t 
you  ?” 

“We  are,  and  you  seem  to  know  it,  too.” 

“I  understand  that  you  are  on  to  our  game.” 

“Wire-tapping?” 

“Yes.” 

“That’s  what  we  are  looking  up.” 

“Well,  now  that  you’ve  found  us,  it  has  got  you  into 

trouble.” 

“  Perhaps ;  temporarily.  ” 

“You  are  mistaken.  We  are  desperate  men,  playing  for 
high  stakes.  We  will  brook  no  interference.  Since  you  have 
got  dead  evidence  against  us,  we  mean  to  prevent  you  from 
using  your  information.” 

“What  can  you  do?” 

“Kill  you!” 

The  vindictive  manner  in  which  he  said  this  sent  a  thrill 
of  horror  through  the  detectives,  for  they  saw  he  meant  what 
he  said. 

But  Old  King  Brady  did  not  flinch. 

Looking  the  man  straight  in  the  eyes,  he  said: 

“You  don’t  dare.” 

“Why  don’t  we?” 

“Because  our  Chief  knows  we  are  here.  If  we  don’t  re¬ 
turn  to  the  office  alive  within  a  reasonable  length  of  time, 
every  officer  on  the  force  will  be  turned  loose,  to  run  you 
down  and  punish  you.” 

“Bah  !  What  do  we  care  for  vour  department?” 

“You  will  if  you  feel  its  power.” 

“'Boasts  of  that  sort  won’t  deter  us.” 

“You  are  at  liberty  to  do  as  you  please.”' 

The  villain  scanned  the  Bradys  thoughtfully  a  moment. 

Finally  he  came  to  a  determination.  He  said : 

“Yes,  we  must  dispose  of  you  effectively.  You  are  both 
toq  dangerous  to  our  interests  to  have  you  floating  around 
loose.  Already  you  know  too  much  for  our  safety.  By 
coming  here  you  have  run  your  heads  into  the  jaws  of 
death. 

“We  have,  eh  ?” 

“That’s  what  I*m  telling  you.” 

“How  do  you  figure  that  out?” 

“T’ll  tell  you  when  the  proper  time  come9.” 

\\  hile  this  dialogue  was  going  on  tlie  Bradys  were  keenly 
scrutinizing  each  individual  member  of  the  gang. 

rhey  wanted  to  thoroughly  impress  their  images  upon 


their  minds  so  that  if  they  should  meet  any  of  them  in  th* 
future  unmasked  they  might  know  them  at  a  glance.  I 

It  was  to  gain  time  and  get  a  protracted  view  of  then! 
that  the  old  detective  was  trying  to  prolong  the  conversation. 
Finally  the  leader  of  the  gang  asked  Old  King  Brady :  j 
“Weren’t  you  both  here  last  night  shadowing  this  house?! 
“No  use  lying — we  were.” 

“Up  on  the  roof,  peering  through  the  skylight?” 

“Did  you  see  us  there?” 

“Yes.”  I 

“And  you  satf  all  that  transpired  ?” 

“I  don’t  deny  it.”  9 

“And  one  of  these  men  saw  you  at  the  Morgue  to-day. ’? 

“Indeed!”  I 

“  Yes.  YY>u  went  to  view  the  remains  of  the  man  found  in 

# 

the  river.” 

“Well,  well!  You  seem  to  be  pretty  well  posted  about 

us.”  1 

“Oh,  we’ve  been  watching  you  closely  since  last  night.  We 
knew  you  were  gathering  evidence  with*which  to  convict  us.”. 
“You’ve  made  no  error,  sir.” 

“Now  do  you  wonder  at  our  desire  to  annihilate  you?” 
“We  don’t.  You  were  guilty  of  one  of  the  most  atrocious 
crimes  it  was  ever  my  misfortune  to  witness.  You  delib¬ 
erately  compelled  a  man  to  blow  out  his  own  brains.” 

“He  killed  himself,  didn’t  he?”  * 

“Yes.”  ] 

“Well,  you  can’t  accuse  me  of  murder,  then,  can  you?” 
“Not  very  well.” 

“Then  don’t  make  such  a  fuss  about  it.” 

“Why  did  you  commit  that  horrible  deed?” 

“  That’s  none  of  your  business.  I  had  a  good  reason.” 

“We  shall  expose  it  some  day.”  . 

“You  won’t  live  long  enough  to  do  that.” 

“I  don’t  agree  with  you.  I  want  to  see  your  face.” 
“That  you  will  never  do.” 

“Won’t  I?”  '  % 

As  Old  King  Brady  said  this,  he  suddenly  sprang  at  the 
man,  seized  his  mask  and  made  a  violent  attempt  to  tear 
it  off. 

But  the  villain  saw'  him  coming  and  divined  his  inten¬ 
tion. 


As  quick  as  a  flash  he  recoiled,  flung  out  his  hand,  seized 
the  old  detective  by  the  throat  and  pushed  him  back. 
“Help!”  he  roared,  in  exasperated  tones. 
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his  purpose  he  was  seized  on  all  sides  and  hurled  to  t 
floor. 

Bind  him !  snarled  the  leader,  as  he  readjusted  1 
mask  over  his  face.  “If  he  resists  beat  him  to  death!". 

\\  ith  twisted  handkerchiefs  the  gang  secured  the  old  c 
tcrthe  s  hands  behind  his  back  and  left  him  Ivin0,  nantir 
on  the  floor.  ’  **  1 

Regarding  him  a  few  moments  in  silence,  with  a  ferocio 
expression  gleaming  through  the  eyeholes  in  his  mask,  t 
man  cried : 

“Ton  treacherous  dog!  I  won't  give\vou  a  chance  to  .>» 
such  a  trick  as  that  on  me  again.” 


\ 
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"Oh,  IT  find  out  yet  who  you  arc!"  grimly  said  tile  old 
slcu'T  .is  ..o  scrambl'd  to  his  foot.  “You'll  sec!" 

A  sneering  laugh  escaped  the  wire-tapper. 

"Fool!”  said  he,  contemptuously,  " within  half  an  hour 
von  will  be  as  dead  as  a  doornail,  and  don’t  you  forget  it !" 
Just  then  one  of  the  men  growled : 

"Let's  put  them  asleep  without  any  more  talk,  Amos.” 
“Amos,  eh?  So  that’s  your  name,  is  it?”  laughed  Old 


King  Brady. 1 

“You  lunkhead!”  roared  the  villain,  angrily,  at  his  man. 
"Why  ain't  you  more  careful  about  using  my  name?” 

"It's  an  unusual  name  and  easily  recognized/.’  interpo¬ 
lated  the  old  detective,  tauntingly.  "When  I  make  inquir¬ 
ies  at  the  Western  Union  they  may  be  able  to  recognize  you 
by  it,  old  fellow.  That  was  a  dead  giveaway.” 

"Oh,  pshaw!”  said  the  man  Amos  scolded.  "Why  pay 
any  attention  to  his  raving?  He  can't  make  use  of  any 
knowledge  he  may  have- by  the  time  we  get  through  with 
him.” 

" That’s  so,”  conceded  the  villain.  "Take  them  up  to  the 
room  above*” 

The  gang  pounced  on  the  detectives,  and  they  were  drag¬ 
ged  across  the  cellar,  up  the  stairs,  and  were  thrust,  into 
what  looked  like  an  old  storeroom,  with  a  missive  oak  door, 
which  was  slammed  shut. 

Left  in  the  gloom,  they  heard  their  enemies  lock  and 
bolt  it.  ’  r 

"Stuff  up  the  cracks  with  paper  !”  shouted  Amos. 

The  detectives  heard  the  men  carrying  out  this  order. 

Finally  one  of  them  exclaimed : 

"It’s  done!”  ’ 

"Now  turn  on  the  gas!” 

One  of  the  men  went  to  a  meter  and  carried  out  the  or¬ 
der. 

The  sickening  fumes  rushed  into  the  little  room  in  which 
the  Bradys  were  confined,  and  they  quickly  smelled  it. 

A  feeling  of  alarm  took  possession  of  them. 

"By  Jove  !  they  intend  to  smother  us  like  rats  in  a  trap  !" 
the  old  detective  growled.  "Do  you  smell  the  gas,  Harry?” 
•  "Yes.  I’d  like  to  see  where  it  is  coming  in,  so  I  could 
make  an  effort  to  plug  up  the  pipe.  But  if  I  light  a  match 
it  will  blow  up  this  room  like  a  powder  magazine  and  de¬ 


stroy  us.” 

"Try  to  loosen  my  bonds,” 

"Come  here.  I’ll  cut  them  with  my  knife.” 

He  liberated  the  old  detective,  and  Old  King  Brady  ex¬ 


claimed: 

"Search  around  and  see  if  you  can  feel  where  that  gas  is 
entering.  If  it  continues  to  come  in  much  longer  we  ate 
doomed,  as  sure  as  fate.” 

"This  isn’t  the  only  time  we’ve  been  in  the  jaws  of  death, 
Old  King  Brady,”  replied  the  boy,  as  he  did  as  his  com¬ 
panion  asked.  — ; 

CHAPTER  VI. 


BEATING  TIIE  POOLROOMS. 

The  villain,  Amos,  and  his  nine  masked  men  did  not  re- 
j.n  in  the  basement  hall  long  after  they  locked  the  Bradys 


in  the  storeroom  in  the  Van  Veit  manor  and  turned  the  gas 
into  the  room. 

As  they  expected  the  gas  to  asphyxiate  their  victims,  and 
had  no  desire  to  hear  their  dying  struggles,  they  returned 
to  the  vault  in  the  cellar,  to  resume  their  work  at  the  tele¬ 
graph  instruments.  ? 

It  was  then  about  six  o’clock  in  the  evening. 

The  Bradys  were  in  great  peril. 

While  the  gas  kept  pouring  into  the  room  from  a  hidden 
pipe  they  went  groping  along  the  walls  in  an  effort  to  find 
it. 

The  deadly  fumes  were  fast  overpowering  them. 

"Have  you  found  the  pipe  yet,  Harry?”  gasped  the  old 
detective.  • 

"No;  but  I’ll  hunt  till  I  drop,”  grimly  answered  the  boy. 

"What  fiends  those  wire-tappers  are!” 

"Amos  truly  said  we  were  in  the  jaws  of  death.” 

"  Confound  him  !  V  didn’t  believe  he  would  try  to  murder 
us  because  we  saw  him  force  his  victim,  night  before  last,  to 
blow  his  brains  out  in  the  room  up-stairs.  Nor  did  I  think 
our  knowledge  of  their  plant  here  for  tapping  wires  was 
provocation  enough  to  cause  them  to  kill  us.  It  shows  what 
desperate  men  they  are.” 

"Probably,  as  he  said,  they  are  playing  for  high  stakes, 
and  won’t  let  the  mere  matter  of  two  human  lives  stand 
between  them  and  the  acquisition  of  so  much  wealth.” 

They  continued  hunting  for  "the  pipes. 

Meantime  the  gas  was  making  them  sick. 

Their  heads  began  to  throb,  their  lungs  ached,  and  they 
felt  an  almost  irresistible  desire  to  lie  dowli  and  go  to  sleep. 

It  was  a  dreadful  situation,  and  nothing  but  their  dogged 
determination  kept  them  on  their  feet. 

"If  it  wasn’t  for  the  clanger  of  blowing  this  room  up,  I’d 
light  my  lantern,”  Harry  muttered.  "I  can’t  see  a  thing  in 
here.” 

x  t  - 

"We  have  got  to  force  the  door  open,”  gasped  Old  King 
Brady. 

"Our  united  strength  is  hardly  equal  to  it,”  the  bov  re¬ 
plied.  "It  is  massive  oak,  and  is  locked. and  bolted  outside.” 

"Make  an  effort,  anyway.  This  is  an  extremely  old  house 
and  the  doors  can’t  be  as  firm  as  they  were  years  ago.” 

"What  do  you  propose  to  do?” 

"Rush  at  the  door  together  and  hit  it  with  our  shoulders.” 

"Give  me  your  hand,  so  we  can  keep  together.” 

Having  located  the  door,  they  retreated  a  few  yards. 

At  a  signal  they  plunged  ahead. 

When  their  shoulders  came  in  contact  with  the  woodwork 
there  ensued  a  violent  thud  and  a  dull,  rasping  sound. 

To  their  astonishment  the  door  immediately  flew  open, 
and  the  impetus  of  their  rush  carried  them  out  into  the 
hall. 

Out  poured  the  deadly  gas  in  smothering  volumes. 

The  detectives  were  panting. 

When  they  recovered  their  faculties,  Harry  exclaimed: 

"Well,  by  Jove!  this  is  amazing.” 

Old  King  Brady  retreated  to  a  safe  distance  and  lit  his 
lantern. 

Reflecting  the  light  upon  the  door,  tbe^  saw  that  the 


10 


THE  BEADY S  IN  T1IE  JAWS  OF  DEATH. 


-  '■  - • - 

latch  socket  and  the  bolt  socket  had  been  torn  out  with  the 
screws,  carrying  part  of  the  woodwork. 

Upon  a  keener  examination  they  discovered  that  the  wood 
was  rotten,  thus  weakening  the  hold  of  the  screws. 

“It’s  no  wonder  it  didn’t  withstand  our  attack,”  the  old 
detective  eoinfuented.  “It’s  all  decayed  from  old  age.” 

“Our  enemies  were  not  alarmed,  either,  or  they  would  by 
this  time  have  been  here,”  said  the  boy,  who  had  been 
watching  and  listening  for  some  signs  of  danger. 

“Ed  like  to  find  out  just  what  news  they  are  stealing  off 
the  wires.” 

“As  they  may  have  gone  back  to  the  vault,  we  might  re¬ 
turn  there,  listen  to  what  they  have  to  say  and  find  out 
their  plans.” 

“Try  the  experiment.  They  won’t  suspect  that  we  are 
around.”  , 

They  went  down  in  the  cellar,  and  through  the  broken 

door,  painted  to  resemble  the  stone  work,  they  saw  the  wire- 

tappers  at  work.  * 

-  ^ 

Amos  sat  at  the  table  and  his  pals  stood  grouped  around 
him.  .  ,  '  r 

The  detectives  slunk  up  against  the  walls  where  the  gloom 
was  densest,  and  listened  to  their  conversation,  while  the 
sounder  and  relay  were  busily  ticking. 

“You  want  to  get  ready  now,  boys,”  they  heard  Amos  say, 
as  he  glanced  at  his  watch.  “In  five 'minutes  the  third 
race  at  the  Louisville  track  will  be  run.  Is  No.  7  at  the 
window  of  the  bookmaker  in  the  saloon  on  Third  avenue, 
waiting  for  the  signal  from  us,  No.  a?”  *  -  f 

“Yes,”  answered  one  of  the  men.  “I  gave  him  your 
$5,000  and  told  him  to  plunge  it  straight,  at  any  odds,  on 
the  horse  we  would  name.  He  will  attend  to  his  part  of  the 
scheme.” 

*  ~~~ 

“And  you  are  ready  to  run  to  him  from  here  with  the 
news  ?” 

'  “1  am.  Are  you  sure  of  the  operator  in  our  employ  at 
the  track  preventing  the  news  going  to  this  city  over  the 
main  line  as  early  as  our  man  sends  the  news  to  us  over  the 
general  news  line?” 

“Oh,  No.  3,  at  the  track,  won’t  fail  us.” 

There  followed  an  interval  of  silence. 

The  Bradyst  were  quick-witted  fellows. 

In  a  twinkling  they  understood  the,  whole  plot,  and  Old 
King  Brady  whispered  to  the  boy : , 

“Do  you  see  through  the  game?” 

“I  think  I  do.” 

“Shall. I  give  you  my  version  of  it?” 

“By  all  means.  I’ll  see  if  it  tallies  with  my  idea.” 

“Briefly,  then,  they  are  beating  the  gamblers,  in  this 
way:  One  of  the  gan'g,  called  No.  3,  is  at  the  race  track, 
ready  to  cut  the  wire  over  which  the  name  of  the  winning 
horse  in  the  third  race  will  be  telegraphed  broadcast.  That 
will  delay  the  news  from  reaching  the  bookmakers  in  New 
York  long  enough  for  them  to  get  in  their  fine  work.” 

“Exactly.” 

“Then  No.  3  will  go  to  another  wire,  which  has  been  tap¬ 
ped  here,  and  telegraph  the  name  of  the  winner.  The  news 


- — - - 

will  be  received  here  by  the  gang,  by  tapping  it  from  the* 
designated  line.” 

“1  see.”  - 

“As  soon  as  the  man  Amos  learns  the  name  of  the  winning, 
nag  he  will  send  man  No.  2  rushing  over  to  Third  avenue! 
where  a  poolroom  is  located.” 

“That’s  it.”  l  i 

“One  of  the  gang — No.  7 — is  in  the  poolroom  with  mon¬ 
ey  to  bet.  No.  2  will  hear  from  the  ticker  that  a  certain 
horse  has  won.  He  will  know  that  the  cut  wires  of  the  reg¬ 
ular  line  are  severed  so  well  that  the  bookies  in  t/ie  city  won’t, 
get  the  news  at  once.  He  ^ill  then  signal  to  No.  7  the 
name  of  the  winner.  No.  7  will  plunge  the  five  thousand 
dollars  on  the  winning  horse,  for  the  bookmaker  will  lay 
odds  up  to  the  time  the  horses  go  to  the  post.  He  will  be 
betting  on  a  sure  thing.” 

“It’s  a  clever  game.” 

“Very,  Harry.  My  idea  is  that  when  the  bet  is  made, 
they  will  signal  No.  7  to  repair  the  cut  wire,  and  send  the 
news  over  the  line  that  the  horse  won.  No.  2  will  then  cash 
in  his  bet.” 

“That’s  an  easy  way  to  get  rich.” 

“Very  easy,  and  very  rapid.  If  he  gets  big  odds  on  his 
choice  he  can  quit  the  poolroom  with  fifteen  or  twenty  thou- 
sand  dollars.” 

“It’s  an  infamous  swindle!” 

“Does  my  idea  accord  with  yours?” 

/‘In  every  particular.” 

“To  verify  it,  you  go  out,  hide,  and  watch  for  No.  2  to 
come  out.  Follow  him  to  the  gambling  resort  carefully.”  - 

“I  shall.  I’m  curious  to  see  the  result.” 

i  * 

J ust  then  Amos  suddenly  exclaimed,  as  he  listened  to  the 
telegraph  instrument: 

“Horses  at  the  post!” 

The  busy  relay  kept  ticking  a  while. 

“Now  they’re  at  the  quarter,  and  Gold  Bug  is  in  the  lead.” 

6  ^ 

No.  2  nodded,  and  waited  with  feverish' anxiety. 

Tick-tick-tick !  went  the  sounder. 

“They’re  at  the  half,  and  Gold  Bug  leads  by  a  length,” 
said  Amos. 


Everyone  was  m  a  state  of  nervousness. 

“Now  they  pass  the  three-quarter  post,  and  Gold  Bug  is 
two  lengths  ahead.” 

Every  man  smiled. 

They  felt  that  Gold  Bug  must  win. 

“They’re  in  the  stretch  !”  said  Amos,  reading  the  ticker. 

y°r  ^  "hile  there  was  a  deep,  impressive  silence. 

Then  Amos  exclaimed  : 

“Lady  Queen  wins.  Go !” 

The  man  called  No.  2  rushed  out  in  the  cellar,  dashed 
up-stairs  like  a  madman,  hurried  through  the  garden,  dart¬ 
ed  up  the  street,  and  Young  King  Brady,  as  Harry  was  do?-, 
ignated,  followed  him. 

I-Ie  van  to  Third  avenue  and  paused  near  a  saloon.  \ 

One  of  the  gang  stood  at  ji  window. 

Xo.  2  spelled  the  winning  horse's  name  in  the  mutes'  al- 
phabet. 
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Thereupon  Xo.  7  hurried  tb  a  bookmaker  in  the  back 


room,  bet  him  $5,000  that  Lady  Queen  would  win,  and  got 

odds  of  5  to  1. 

*  A  few  minutes  afterward  the  bookmaker's  sounder  an- 
nounced : 

“Lady  Queen,  first;  Gold  Bug,  second.  Time,  1:50.”* 

,  The  gamblers  had  lost,  and  had  to  pay  the  bet ! 


CHAPTER  VII. 

AT  LUDLOW  STREET  JAIL. 

* 

‘‘Hold  on  there!  Don’t  pay  that  bet!”  cried  Harry,  as 
he  darted  into  the  poolroom  just  as  the  crook  was  about  to 

cash  in. 

There  were  a  number  of  gamblers  in  the  room. 

Glancing  at  Harry  in  amazement,  the  poolseller  asked : 

“What  do  you  mean  by  that,  young  fellow?” 

“That  man  is  a  wire-tapper,”  said  the  boy,  pointing  at 

Xo.  7. 

The  poolroom  cashier  swept  his  money  back  in  the  drawer, 
bent  an  evil  glance  Upon  Xo.  7,  and  said: 

“I  won’t  pay  you  till  I  investigate  this  charge.” 

Xo.  7  glared  ferociously  at  Harry,  and  roared : 

“You  liar!  what  do  you  mean  by  interfering  with  me 
this  way?” 

“I  mean  simply  this,”  replied  Harry.  “Yrou  are  one  of 
a  gang  of  wire-tappers  at  the  Van  Veit  mansion.  Your  pal 
in  Louisville  prevented  the  race  news  leaving  that  city  by 
cutting  the  wire  that  runs  from  the  track.  He  telegraphed 
the  news  to  Xew  York  on  another  line,  which  you  tapped 
here.  A  pal  brought  you  the  winner’s  name.  YYu  bet  on 
a  sure  tiding.  In  a  little  while  the  cut  wire  will  be  repaired 
and  the  news  will  be  sent  in.”  ~  < 

“You - ”  began  Ho.  7. 

“Shut  up  !”  roared  Harry. 

“I’ll  knock  your  head  off !” 

“Oh,  I  guess  not.  You  are  under  arrest,  sir.” 

“What!  Are  you  a - ” 

“I’m  a  Secret  Service  man.” 

Harry  seized  the  rascal  as  he  said  this. 

A  panic  ensued  among  the  gamblers,  who  thought  the 
place  was  being  raided. 

They  rushed  from  the  room. 

Harry  handcuffed  his  man  and  led  him  into  the  street, 
where  he  rang  up  a  patrol  wagon. 

It  arrived,  and  the  crook  was  driven  away 

Old  King  Brady  had  followed  Harry  out,  and  made  an 
attempt  to  arre-t  the  man  known  as  Xo.  2,  but  he  ran  away. 

The  detective  chased  .him  several  blocks  before  he  caught 
him. 

He  locked  this  man  up. 

Then  he  returned  to  the  manor  and  met  Harry  at  the  gate. 

H ere  each  explained  what  had  happened,  and  Harry  said  : 

“That  leaves  only  eight  of  the  gang  to  be  arrested.” 

“  l’m  going  right  in  to  tackle  them  now.” 


They  hurried  down  into  the  cellar. 

But  when  they  got  there  all  the  crooks  were  gone. 

The  delay  of  No.  2  and  No.  7  returning  alarmed  Amos, 
and  he  went  to  find  out  what  detained  them,  and  heard  of 
the  arrests. 

Wild  over  the  loss  of  his  money  and  infuriated  at  the  two 
detectives,  he  hastened  back  to  the  house. 

Seeing  how  the  Bradys  escaped,  he  rushed  down  to  his 
friends,  warned  them  of  what  happened,  and  they  fled. 

When  the  Bradys  reached  the  vault  they  found  it  deserted. 

“Somebody  tipped  them  off!”  exclaimed  the  boy. 

“What’s  that  door  far  back  in  the  vault?” 

“Let’s  investigate.” 

Old  King  Brady  opened  it. 

A  flight  of  stairs  was  revealed. 

Following  it  up  into  a  tunnel,  they  passed  underground 
to  another  door,  up  several  steps  and  emerged  in  the  barn. 

“Yrou  recollect  that  the  body  of  the  suicide  was  taken 
from  the  house  without  leaving  any  traces  on  the  ground?” 
said  Harry.  “Well,  they  must  have  brought  the  man  from 
the  house  through  the  tunnel  to  the  barn  and  thus  got  hipa 
out  to  the  street.” 

“Sure  enough!”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  nodding. 

“That  explains^  the  seeming  mystery.” 

“Where  could  the  wire-tappers  have  gone?” 

.  “It  won’t  be  long  ere  we  hear  of  them  again,”  said  Harry. 

“The  worst  of  it  is  that  we  don’t  know  any  of  the  gang 
by  sight,”  remarked  the  old  detective,  regretfully.  “We 
might  pass  them  in  the  street  and  not  recognize  them.  They 
all  wore  masks  and  thus  concealed  their  identity  from  us.” 

As  there  was  absolutely  nothing  to  be  gained  by  remain¬ 
ing  there,  the  detectives  seized  the  telegraph  instruments, 
destroyed  the  wires!*  and  went  home. 

On  the  following  day,  when  the  Coroner’s  Jury  held  an 
autopsy  on  the  body  and  the  Bradys  had  given  their  evidence, 
a  verdict  of  suicide  under  compulsion  was  rendered.  An 
expanded  Bullet  was  found  in  the  man’s  skull  which  cor¬ 
responded  with  the  bullets  in  the  queer-looking  pistol. 

The  man’s  identity  remained  a  mystery,  but  the  Morgue 
keeper  had  given  two  newspaper  reporters  photographs  of 
the  poor  fellow,  and  they  were  published  with  the  articles 
on  the  subject  of  the  finding  of  the  body  in  the  river. 

“If  any  relative  or  friend  of  the  dead  man  sees  the  print¬ 
ed  pictures,”  said  Old  King  Brady  to  his  youthful  partner, 
“the  identity  of  the  man  may  be  revealed  now.” 

“Unless  something  like  that  occurs,”  Harry  answered, 
“we  may  never  know  who  he  was.” 

“It  is  my  intention  now  to  interview  the  two  wire-tappers 
we  captured  and  try  to  worm  some  information  out  of  them 
regarding  the  operations  of  the  gang.  Incidentally,  we 
might  discover  something  about  the  suicide.” 

“Where  are. they  confined?” 

“Both  are  in  Ludlow  Street  Jail.” 

“Under  what  names?” 

“They  absolutely  refused  to  give  any  when  arrested.” 

“It  seems  as  if  they  were  hound  to  keep  their  identity 
concealed.” 

They  proceeded  to  the  city  prison,  had  a  chat  with  the 
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warder  about  their  object;  he  consented  to  their  interview¬ 
ing  the  prisoners,  and  a  keeper  led  them  to  the  cell  of  the 
man  called  No.  2. 

He  was  looking  through  the  grated  door. 

There  was  an  ugly  expression  on  his  face  when  lie  recog¬ 
nized  the  detectives,  and  he  demanded,  in  surly  tones: 

“Well,  what  do  you  want  here?” 

The  detectives  sized  him  up  carefully  and  gauged  his 
character. 

He  was  a  small,  wiry  fellow  of  forty,  attired  in  a  gray 
suit,  and  had  a  thin  face,  a  red  nose,  blue  eyes  and  a  bristly 
moustache.  * 

“We  have  called  to  see  you  for  the  purpose  of  asking  a 
few  questions  about  your  gang,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
quietly. 

“Questions,  eh?  What  do  you  expect — that  I’ll  give  my 
friends  away?  Don’t  fool  yourself.  I’m  no  squealer.” 

“But  suppose  we  do  something  for  you  in  return.” 

“That  don’t  make  any  difference.  I’m  mum.” 

He  had  such  a  look  of  grim  determination  on  his  face 
that  the  detectives  could  not  fail  to  believe  him. 

“You’re  a  fool !”  impatiently  said  the  old  detective.  “You 
have  lost  your  only  chance  to  have  your  sentence  modified. 
We  will  see  if  No.  7  hasn’t  more  sense.” 

They  thereupon  left  him. 

The  keeper  conducted  them  to  another  cell. 

Harry’s  prisoner  was  confined  here,  and  he  proved  to  be 
a  big,  heavily  built  man  with  a  smooth  face. 

A  sickly  grin  overspread  his  features  when  he  recognized 
the  officers,  and  the  nervous,  uneasy  manner  that  overcame 
him  showed  them  that  he  Was  a  coward. 

Recognizing  his  weak  points,  the  boy  said  to  him  : 

“You  are  in  a  nasty  fix,  old  fellow.  Charged  with  com¬ 
plicity  in  a  murder,  you  know.  Did  you  hear  the  news?” 

“No,”  gasped  the  prisoner,  in  startled  tones.  “What  is 
it?”' 

“The  Coroner’s  Jury  called  the  suicide  a  murder,  and  de¬ 
clared  that  all  of  Amos’s  gang  were  implicated.  As  you 
and  No.  2  are  the  only  men  we  could  capture,  you’ll  be  tried 
on  a  charge  of  murder  and  our  evidence  is  going  to  send 
you  to  the  electric  chair.” 

“Good  Lord  !  I  didn’t  have  a  hand  in  that  job.” 

“Certainly  not.  We  know  that,  for  we  were  looking 
through  the  skylight  in  the  roof  and  saw  the  man  kill  him¬ 
self.  But  if  we  don’t  give  our  evidence  you’ll  have  to  die, 

I  suppose.” 

“Ain’t  you  going  to  clear  me?” 

“No;  what’s  the  use?  You  won’t  aid  us,  so  why  should 
we  do  anything  to  help  you,  I’d  like  to  know?” 

“now  can  I  aid  you?” 

“By  answering  our  questions.” 

“Why — T’ll  tell  you  anything  I  can  if  you  will  get  me  out 
of  this  scrape,”  protested  the  prisoner,  earnestly. 

“I  have  a  great  notion  to  try  you.” 

“Do,  for  pity’s  sake.  T  don’t  want  to  die  for  a  crime  I 
didn’t  commit,”  said  the  man.  sweating  with  fear,  and  fae- 
ing  the  young  detective  with  an  agonized  expression. 

“Can  you  tell  us  about  the  gang’s  plans,  expose  their  iden- 1 


tity,  explain  why  the  prisoner  committed  suicide,  and  go 
cn  ?” 

“1  can  tell  you  some  of  the  things  you  wish  to  know.” 
“Don't  attempt  to  lie  to  us.  If  you  do,  it  will  go  hard- 

with  you  when  we  find  you  out.” 

“I’ll  tell  you  the  truth,”  declared  the  man,  anxiously.  || 
Harry  turned  to  his  partner  with  a  smile. 

“We’ve  got  him  nicely  trapped,”  he  whispered.  I 

“Get  all  the  news  you  can,  my  boy.” 

“Vou  take  down  in  shorthand  all  he  says.” 

Old  King  Brady  nodded,  and  drew  a  notebook  and  pencil 
from  his  pocket. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

NO.  7  CONFESSES.  J 

The  prisoner,  pale  and  anxious,  was  watching  the  Bradys 
keenly." 

He  felt  that  his  life  was  in  their  hands. 

Finally  Harry  ceased  whispering  to  his  partner,  and, 
turning  to  the  wire-tapper,  he  demanded : 

“What’s  your  name?” 

“Martin  Warren.” 

“How  old  are  you?” 

“Thirty-five.”  3 

“Where  do  you  live?”  1 

•  “With  my  wife,  at  No.  1036  Second  avenue.” 

“Have  you  any  occupation?” 

“Only  that  of  gambling.” 

“You  are  a  member  of  Amos’s  gang?” 

•  “I  am.” 

“How  came  you  to  join  it?” 

“At  the  request  of  Amos.  He  and  half  a  dozen  of  his 
pals  were  telegraph  operators,  linemen  and  electricians. 
They  worked  for  the  Western  Union,  and  formed  a  plan 
to  beat  the  company  by  tapping  their  wires  in  order  to  make 
money.  As  it  was  necessary  to  have  men  in  other  businesses 
in  the  gang,  they  approached  several  gamblers  and  crooks 
and  took  them  into  the  game.  I  was  among  the  latter.” 
“Well?” 

“We  were  an  oath-bound  gang-  ” 

O  o* 

“Organized  to  beat  the  brokers,  bankers  and  poolrooms?” 
“Exactly.” 

“Who  is  this  man  Amos?” 

His  full  name  is  Amos  Cummings.” 

“Has  he  a  family?” 

No.  lie  was  a  dissolute  fellow,  who  worked  all  over  the 
country  and  was  discharged  for  habitual  drunkenness." 
“And  the  rest  of  the  gang?” 

To  keep  our  identity  hidden,  we  are  named  by  numbers.” 
“Do  you  know  the  real  names  of  your  pals?” 

“Not  one.” 

“Have  you  ever  seen  their  faces  ?” 

“ Xo-  When  wo  ™*t.  the  operators  keep  masked  before 
me.” 

I  “Have  they  a  regular  rendezvous?” 
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"Yes.  At  the  Van  Veit  manor.” 

"No  other  place?” 

"Not  that  I'm  aware  of.” 

"Outside  of  beating  the  poolrooms,  how  do  they  beat  the 


brokers  ?” 

•By  tapping  the  wires  that  bring  information  to  the 
Stock  Exchange,  checking  the  news  from  reaching  the  brok¬ 
ers  long  enough  to  buy  stocks  that  are  advancing.” 

"Much  on  the  same  plan  that  they  beat  the  poolrooms?” 

"Exactly  the  same  way.” 

“How  about  the  prisoner  whom  Amos  caused  to  commit 
suicide?  Can  you  tell  me  anything  about  him?” 

“I  can.” 

“Proceed.” 

“One  night  a  month  ago  a  closed  carriage  dashed  up  to 
the  old  manor.  Cummings  and  the  prisoner  were  in  it.  The 
prisoner  was  drugged.  Cummings  and  the  driver  carried 
him  into  the  house  and  confined  him  in  one  of  the  upper 

rooms.” 

“Do  you  know  his  name?” 

“I  nev«r  heard  it  mentioned.” 

“DidnT  any  of  the  gang  know  the  man?” 

“No.”  ,  ' 

“He  was  simply  Amos  Cummings’s  prisoner?” 

“Yes.  We  hadn’t  anything  to  do  with  him.” 

“What  personal  spite  had  Cummings  against  him?” 

•“  One  night  I  heard  Amos  talking  to  the  man.  Our  cap¬ 
tain  had  a  paper  he  wanted  the  man  to  sign.  The  prisoner 
refused.  Amos  threatened  him.  It  was  useless.  The  pris¬ 
oner  was  obstinate.  Then  I  heard  Amos  say  to.  him  in  a 
rage :  Hf  you  don’t  sign  this  paper  yon  may  as  well  commit 
suicide,  for  you  will  never  escape  alive  from  this  house,  to 
give  me  away  to  the  police.’  The  man  replied:  ‘Sooner 
than  affix  my  signature  to  that  document  I  would  kill  my¬ 
self.  You  will  never  force  me  to  comply  with  your  villain¬ 
ous  demands !’  That  made  Cummings  furious.  ‘I’ll  force 
you  to  obey  me !’  said  he.  ‘I’ll  starve  you  into  obedience. 
You’ll  soon  change  your  tune.’  The  prisoner  laughed  at 
him.  ‘I  defy  you  !’  said  he.  ‘I’ll  perish  before  I’ll  give  you 
the  satisfaction  of  beating  me.’  Cummings  left  him.” 

“Did  he  starve  the  man?”  asked  Harry. 

“Yes,  he  did.  For  nearly  a  week  before  the  man’s  death 
he  had  nothing  to  eat  or  drink.  But  he  wouldn’t  give  in. 
It  made  Cummings  mad.  He  saw  that  he  could  do  nothing 
with  the  man.  In  despair  of  forcing  him  to  sign  the  paper 
he  finally  told  us  he  was  going  to  get  rid  of  the  man.  We 
all  objected  to  his  murdering  the  prisoner.  He  declared  that 
he  would  not  kill  the  man,  but  would  make  the  prisoner 
kill  himself.  On  the  night  you  were  at  the  old  house  Amos 
went  up-stairs  with  some  of  the  gang  with  rifles.  He  or¬ 
dered  the  men  to  thrust  the  weapons  through  some  holes  in 
the  walls  and  cover  the  prisoner.  Then  he  went  into  the 
room  where  the  man  was  confined  and,  handing  him  a  pistol, 
ordered  the  poor  wretch  to  kill  himself.  The  man  evident¬ 
ly  realized  the  hopelessness  of  his  position  and  felt  desper¬ 
ate.  Seeing  no  chance  to  escape,  tortured  by  starvation 
and  fearle-.-  of  death,  he  killed  himself,  to  get  out  of  his 
misery.” 


"We  witnessed  the  suicide,”  said  Harry. 

“Then  you  know  all  about  it.” 

“Only  as  much  as  we  could  see.”  / 

“Well,  I  can’t  tell  you  any  more.” 

“Don’t  you  know  what  the  document  was  that  Cummings 
was  so  anxious  to  have  the  prisoner  sign  ?” 

“I  haven’t  the  faintest  idea.” 

“That  it  was  important  to  Cummings’s  interests  is  un¬ 
doubted.” 

“Of  course.  That’s  natural.” 

“And  when  the  man  killed  himself,  what  occurred?” 

“We  carried  him  from  the  room,  down  into  the  cellar, 
through  a  secret  underground  passage  to  the  barn,  out 
through  the  grounds  to  Avenue  A,  and  there  we  were  chased 
by  a  cop.” 

“Yes;  we  know  about  that.” 

“Running  down  to  the  river  with  the  corpse,  we  got  into 
a  row  boat  and  pulled  out  on  the  river.  Near  Hell  Gate  we 
flung  the  dead  man  overboard  and  rowed  away.” 

“The  body  was  afterward  picked  up  in  that  vicinity  by 
Captain  Paddy  McDermott,  of  the  tugboat  Happy-.Go- 
Lucky,”  said  Harry.  “He  brought  it  to  the  Morgue.” 

“So  I  read  in  the  newspapers.” 

“You  can’t  throw  any  light  on  the  mystery,  then?” 

“No.  All  I  know  are  the  facts  I’ve  ffiven.” 

Harrjr  questioned  the  prisoner  further.  But  he  could  not 
gain  any  more  information  of  any  value  from  him. 

The  boy  then  said  to  Warren : 

“As  it  is  very  evident  that  you  had  no  hand  in  killing  the 
man  we  shall  see  that  you  are  not  executed.  But  you  will 
have  to  pay  the  penalty  for  wire-tapping  and  for  the  attempt 
upon  the  lives  of  my  partner  and  myself.” 

“Oh,  I’m  willing  to  stand  for  what  I  really  did.” 

The  detectives  then  left  the  man. 

When  they  reached  the  street,  Old  King  Brady  said  to 
Harry : 

“Let  us  go  over  to  Fourth  avenue  and  visit  the  curiosity 
shops  above  23d  street.  I  am  curious  to  find  out  who 
bought  that  antique  pistol  with  which  the  man  committed 
suicide.” 

“Got  it  with  you?” 

“I  have.” 

They  crossed  the  city  and  rode  up-town. 

A  call  ^as  made  at  the  various  dealers  in  antiques,  and 
they  finally  entered  a  place  called  “The  Old  Curiosity 
Shop.” 

It  was  filled  with  a  strange  assortment  of  goods. 

A  little  old  man  with  a.  gray  hoard  came  from  amid  the 
stock.  Old  King  Brady  showed  him  the  pistol,  and  asked : 

“Was  this  thing  bought  here?” 

The  old  man  examined  the  weapon  closely  and  nodded. 

“Yes,”  said  he,  “it  was.  About  two  months  a  handsome 
young  lady  wa*  in  here  purchasing  some  antique  furniture, 
some  pictures  and  a  few  curiosities.  Among  them  was  this 
queer  revolver.  I  bought  the  pistol  years  ago  in  Europe. 
It  was  loaded  with  expanding  bullets  when  T  sold  it.” 

“A  young  lady?”  echoed  Harry,  in  amazement. 

“Yes;  a  fashionable  young  lady,”  replied  the  shop  keeper. 
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“What  was  her  name  and  address?” 

“I’ll  see  in  my  books  where  1  delivered  the  things  she 
bought.” 

He  procured  his  books  and  searched  them. 

Finally  he  found  the  entry  he  wanted,  and  said : 

“Here  it  is.  Miss  Dora  Darrell,  No.  805  Fifth  avenue.” 

The  detectives  thanked  him  and  departed. 

“Strange,”  commented  Old  King  Brady,  when  they 
reached  the  sidewalk,  “that  a  young  woman  living  on  Fifth 
avenue  should  be  the  possessor  of  this  pistol.  How  in  thun¬ 
der  did  Amos  Cummings  get  it  from  her,  to  make  his  pris¬ 
oner  kill  hifnself?” 


CHAPTER  IX. 


FORCING  THE  FENCE. 


At  Harry's  suggestion  the  detectives  proceeded  to  No.  805 
Fifth  avenue,  to  question  Dora  Darrell  about  the  unique 
revolver. 

But  they  found  the  house  tightly  closed,  the  shades  be¬ 
ing-  drawn  over  the  windows ;  the  doors  were  boarded  up, 
and  the  building  looked  as  if  the  occupants  had  gone  away 
to  remain  a  long  time. 

No  one  answered  the  hell,  which  seemed  to  indicate  that 
there  was  no  caretaker  left  on  the  premises,  so  the  Bradys 
inquired  next  door. 

A  servant  answered  their  ring,  ancf  Harry  asked  her : 

“Can  you  tell  me  who  lives  next  door?” 

“Sure  an’  I  can,”  promptly  answered  the  girl. 

“Well,  who  is  it?” 

“Richard  Darrell  an’  his  niece  Dora.” 

“Are  they  in  town?” 

“No,  sor.” 

“Where  are  they?” 

“Miss  Dora  wint  ter  Saratogy  a  month  ago,  an’  her  uncle 
was  goin’  ter  folly  her  a  few  days  afterward.” 

“Do  you  know  where  the  young  lady  is  stopping?” 

“I  don’t,  that.” 

“What  business  is  her  uncle  in?” 

“Sure  an’  he’s  rctoired  an’  rich.” 

•  \ 

“Are  there  any  other  members  of  the  family?” 

“Only  a  cook  an’va  chambermaid,  an’  they’re  laid  off.” 

That  was.  all  the  detective  could  find  out,  so  they  thanked 
the  girl  and  departed,  as  much  mystified  as  they  were  be¬ 


fore. 


“Is  it  worth  while  going  to  Saratoga- to  find  out  what 
Miss  Darrell  knows  about  the  pistol?”  queried  Harry. 

“Hardly!”  replied  his  partner.  “Even  were  we  to  meet 
the  girl  she  might  not  be  able  to  explain  how  the  weapon 
came  into  the  possession  of  Amos  Cummings.  I  can’t  see 
how  it  would  help  us  to  solve  the  mystery  of  this  crime.” 

“Then  our  best  course  will  be  to  run  down  Cummings, 
trv  to  get  him  in  onr  power,  and  force  him  to  confess.” 

“After  the  scare  we've  given  the  wire-tappers  they  will 
be  likely  to  keep  away  from  the  Van  Veit  manor  and  stay 
under  cover.” 

“  Perhaps.  There's  this  argument  against  that  theory, 


however:  As  we  spoiled  their  game  to  bilk  the  pmdroon  , 
and  they  may  be  strapped  for  money,  they  are  likely  tojfr  J 
another  game  to  raise  some  coin,  and  we  may  thui?  get  oif 

to  their  location.”  _ 

“Very  true.  We  scarcely  know  where  to  look  for  themJ 

though.” 

“How  about  consulting  the  map  furnished  us  by  the  Wcsbj 
ern  Union,  to  locate  them  at  one  or  another  of  the  points 
where  the  lines  are  designated  as  being  tapped  ? 

“It’s  a  plan  worth  trying.” 

With  this  purpose  in  view,  they  set  out. 

The  detectives  found  upon  investigation,  however,  thj 
the  places  marked  on  the  map  were  old  ones. 

In  each  instance  they  learned  that  the  crooks  had  used  t 
wires  for  past  exploits  and  moved  away.  SJ 

By  the  end  of  the  day  the  detectives  learned  that  all  the 
places  designated  had  been  used  by  the  wire-tappers,  and 
that  the  telegraph  company  had  removed  the  auxiliary  wires. 

“As  we  can’t  find  any  trace  of  them  this  way,”  said  Old 
King  Brady  at  length,  “we  had  better  see  if  we  can  find  out 
what  Moses  Levy  knows  about  what  the  man  humming? 
pawned.” 

“You  mean  the  fence  from -whose  Third  avenue  place 
Cummings  was  emerging  when  we  first  began  to  shadow 
him  ?”  I 

“Exactly.”  I 

“The  pawnbroker  may  not  give  him  away.,” 

“Of  course  those  fences  protect  their  patrons,  but  -we 
may  find  a  means  of  loosening  his  tongue.” 

“Come  ahead,  then,  and  we  will  try  him.” 

They  went  up-town  and  passed  into  the  pawnbroker's 
store. 

It  was  a  gloomy-looking  place,  most  of  the  ground  floor 
being  hidden  from  view  by  a  wooden  partition. 

Levy  was  behind  the  counter. 

He  was  a  dirty,  old  man,  with  a  bald  head,  a  big  nose, 
on  which  a  pair  of  steel-rimmed  spectacles  were  perched, 
and  a  long,  flawing,  gray  beard  covered  the  lower  part  of 
his  face. 

There  was  a  black  skull-cap  on  his  head,  and  when  the 
two  detectives  entered  he  gazed  over  the  top  of  his  specta¬ 
cles  at  them. 

Ach,  mein  cracious !"  he  exclaimed,  assuming  a  happy 
smile  which  he  did  not  feel.  “It’s  de  Pradvs.” 

\  es,  Moses,-  cheerfully,  answered  Harry,  “and  vou 
look  as  if  you  were  delighted  to  see  us.”  f  I 

“So  I  vas,”  replied  the  Jew,  rubbing  his  hands  together 
and  grinning  harder  than  ever.  “So  I  vas,  mein  tear  poy. 
Dot  ish  right.  Vel come  by  Levy’s  'shop.”  1 

Thank  \<ni.  1  always  thought  you  were  a  friend  of' 


ours. 

<( 


Vv  sl'd  Moses,  “I  could  lay  down  mein  life  for  you.” | 
“Of  course  you  could,  old. fellow.” 

“Now  vot  km  I  do  for  mein  vriends  to-dav?”  ;  fl 

“Just  put  on  your  hat  and  coat,  Moses}”  blandly  answer- 

mi  *  ni  •'  c  •  ^  °  bring  you  down  tc  headquarters 

.  . 1  .  m  ,s  >n  y°u  that  lie  wants  to  keep  vou  with 

him  for  a  week  or  two,” 

#  \ 
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Hie  Jew  turned  pale. 


I"  Ho!v  tader  Apraham !"  he  gasped. 

"Ain’t  that  nice?"  asked  Harry. 

I  "\  ot  dit  1  dit?”  groaned  the  fence. 

J"1  don’t  mine/  telling  you.  On  the  night  of  the  tenth 
a  man  named  Amos  Cummings  came  in  here  and  pledged 
something  which  the  Chief  is  particularly  anxious  to  get. 
As  he  knows  very  well  that  you  won't  give  it  up  without  a 
struggle,  he. is  going  to  lock  you  up,  and  we’ll  come  back 
here,  turn  this  place  upside  down  and. secure  what  he  wants." 


“Sherusalem !"  roared  Levy, 


! 

in  tones  of  horror. 


9 

"We  expect  to  wreck  the  place,"  continued  Harry.  “Of 
course,  we  will  bring  to  light  many  stolen  articles  for  the 
police  have  searched  in  vain  for  years,  and  that  will  make 
ir  all  the  worse  for  you.  But  never  mind.  It  will  be  all 

right." 

“No-!  Xo !  Xo  !"  gasped  the  Jew. 

“You  can’t  stop  us,"  said  Harry.  - 

“I  vas  ruint !" 

“Don't  worry.  It  can't  be  helped,  Moses." 

“But  just  t’ink  of  de  disgrace." 

“Get  ready;  we  have  no  time  to  waste." 

The  old  Jew  leaned  over  the  counter  with  an  anxious  look 
upon  his  wrinkled  face;  placed  his  hand  Reside  his  mouth 
and  whispered,  in  a  mysterious  manner : 

“Hush!" 

“Well?" 

“Listen!" 

“To  what?"  I 

Moses  drew  a  roll  of  money  from  his  pocket. 

Stripping  off  a  fifty-dollar  bill,  he  laid  it  on  the  counter, 
pointed  a  trembling  finger  at  it,  and  said : 

“Take  dot  und  got  oud  ohf  here." 

“What’s  that?"  asked  Harry,  smilingly,  “a  bribe?" 

“Dot  vas  hush-money." 

“And  you  give  it  to  me?" 

“Yah;  all  for  you.  x4in’d  I  chenerous?"  , 

“Very,"  said  the  boy,  in  dry  tones. 

He  drew  a  cigar  from  his  pocket,  bit  off  the  end,  folded 
up  the  bill  lengthwise  and  ignited  at  at  the  gas  fixture. 

A  wild  yell  of  horroi*  escaped  Moses  as  the  boy  calmly  lit 
his  cigar  with  the  money,  and  with  bulging  eyes  the  Jew7 
made  a  frantic  snatch  at  the  bill  and  tore  it  from  the  boy’s 
hand. 

“You  vas  grazy?"  he  shrieked,  putting  out  the  flame. 
“Buddy  near  you  vould  haf  pumed  id  all  ub.  Xow  I  will 
haf  to  got  a  new  vun  from  de  Preasury/for  dis  pyrnt  piece." 

Harrv  glanced  at  him  carelessly  and  asked : 

“Ain’t  you  ready  to  go  with  us  yet?" 


Moses  began  to  cry.  • 

“Von’t  you  led  me  go  dis  dime?"  he  whined. 

“Can’t  do  it  unless  w7e  get  that  pledge  of  Cummings." 

“  But  if  I  gief  it  to  yer  I’m  ruint,  I  dell  yer." 

“See  here,  Moses.  If  you  don’t  come  along  I'll  pull  you 
out.  of  here  by  the  head.  Do  you  understand  !" 

“T  can’d  do  id,"  protested  the  Jew  sadly.  “I  gief  you  de 

bledge." 


lie  turned  to  a  big,  open  safe  and  took  out  a  package, 
upon  which  was  a  stub  bearing  the  following  writing: 

*  “  April  10th.  Amos  Cummings.  No.  4328." 

This  he  reluctantly  handed  to  Harry. 

Glancing  at  it,  the  boy  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

“Is  this  all  ?"  he  demanded. 

“Dot  ish  all,"  growled  the  Jew.  “Haf  1  got  ter  go  now?" 
“Well,  if  we  find  you  haven’t  deceived  us,  we  may  not 
molest  you.  But  should  it  prove  that  you  have  played  a 
game-on  us,  u7e  will  come  back  and  put  you  in  the  cooler  for 
ten  years,  and  take  everything  you’ve  got  in  the  place." 

“I  vas  honest,  so  help  me  Isaac !"  said  the  Jew,  fervently. 
“Well,  we  shall  see,"  the  boy  answered. 

And,  accompanied  by  Old  King  Brady,  he  left  the  store 
and  they  walked  rapidly  away. 


CHAPTER  X. 

I  ’  >  , 

THE  INTERCEPTED  TELEGRAM. 

♦ 

A  broad  smile  overspread  Old  King  Brady’s  face  when 
they  reached  the  street,  and  he  glanced  at  his  partner  and 
exclaimed : 

“You  fooled  the  fence  very  cleverly,  Harry." 

“I  got  what  I  wanted,"  answered  the  boy,  quietly.  “Eve 
always  been  curious  to  know  what  Cummings  pawned,  and 
now  we  can  ascertain.  It  may  prove  to  be  a  valuable  clew." 

»i  * 

“Come  into  this  doorway  and  I'll  open  the  mysterious 
parcel." 

He  alluded  to  the  hall  beside  a  bakery. 

It  was  a  secluded  spot,  and  they  stepped  into  it. 

Here  Harry  drew  the  parcel  from  his  pocket  and  tore  off 
the  wrapper. 

A  heavy  gold  watch,  a  large  diamond  ring,  and  a  big 
diamond  stud,  all  of  man’s  size,  were  revealed  in  the  parcel. 

The  detectives  expected  something  like  this. 

At  a  glance  they  appraised  the  value  of  the  jewelry  at 

$2,000. 

“Where  did  Cummings  get  this  stuff?"  muttered  the  boy. 

Old  King  Brady  held  the  ring  to  the  light  gleaming  from 
the  gas  fixture  in  the  bakery  window. 

He  saw  some  engraving  in  the  ring. 

-  It  was  very  fine,  and  he  had  to  study  it  carefully  a  while 
before  he  could  make  out  the  name  “Richard  Darrell." 

Next  he  looked  at  the  watch.  * 

Upon  the  shield  on  the  case/  were  the  initials  “R.  D." 

The  spiral  screw  of  the  stujj  had  the  same  letters  cut  on  it. 

“What  do  you  see?"  asked  Harry,  who  was  watching  him. 

“The  name  of  Dora  Darrell’s  uncle." 

“Engraved  on  the  jewelry?"  * 

“Yes." 

“How  strange !" 

“T’m  puzzled  over  it." 

“How  did  Cummings  get  these  things  and  the  pistol  with 
which  he  caused  his  prisoner  to  commit  suicide  from  the 
Darrells?" 


/ 
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“That  remains  for  us  to  find  out.”  , 

The  Bradys  were  greatly  mystified. 

“Do  you  suppose  Cummings  is  a  thief,  and  robbed  thb 
Darrell  family  of  these  things?”  asked  the  boy. 

Old  King  Brady  shook  bis  bead. 

“No,”  he  replied,  “I  don't  believe  that.” 

“We  ought  to  interview  Dora  Darrell.” 

“That  might  repay  us.” 

“Come  to  the  branch  post-office  in  the  vicinity  of  their 
home.  We  may  find  out  their  address  there.  When  people 
go  off  to  the  country,  they  usually  notify  the  postal  author¬ 
ities  of  their  change  of  address,  so  their  mail  can  be  forward¬ 
ed  to  them.  The  Darrells  must  have  done  this.” 

The  detectives  hurried  away. 

Reaching  the  sub-station  they  wanted  and  going  in,  they 
asked  for  the  superintendent,  and  he  met  them  at  the  win¬ 
dow. 

“Can  you  tell  us  the  address  of  Richard  and  Dora  Dar¬ 
rell,  of  No.  805  Fifth  avenue  ?”  Harry  asked  him. 

“I’ll  see,”  said  the  superintendent. 

He  referred  to  an  address  book. 

#  t 

But  there  was  no  change  of  address  in  it  of  people  named 
Darrell,  and  he  so  informed  the  detectives. 

They  were  greatly  disappointed.  4 

When  they  found  how  hopeless  their  plan  was,  Old  King 

Brady  was  struck  with  another  idea. 

*  _ 

“But  one  thing  remains  to  be  done  unless  we  go  to  Sara¬ 
toga,”  said  he,  in  low  tones. 

“To  what  do  you  refer?”  asked  Harry,  curiously. 

“Telegraph  to  the  Chief  of  the  Police  Department  of  Sar¬ 


atoga.  He  may  know  their  address  there.” 
“There’s  a  telegraph  office  just  above  here.” 
“We  can  try  the  plan.” 


Old  King  Brady  wrote  the  following  message  and  sent  it : 


“Chief  of  Police,  Saratoga:.  Send  me  address  of  Rich- 
ard  and  Dora  Darrell,  of  No.  805  Fifth  avenue,  New  York, 
care  of  this  office.  Also  lef  me  know  if  they  are 'acquainted 
with  one  Amos  Cummings.  Old  King  Brady.” 

f 

A  few  moments  later,  to  their  astonishment,  the  telegraph 
operator  exclaimed,  in  startled  tones: 

“By  Jove!  here’s  an  answer  already.” 

“What !  For  me?”  gasped  the  old  detective. 

“Yes.  But  it  dor^t  seem  to  be  from  the  Chief  of  the  Sar¬ 
atoga  Police.” 

TTe  handed  a  telegram  to  Old  King  Brady. 

The  two  detectives  read  the  following  lines  with  the  great¬ 
est  amazement,  wffiile  the  operator  gazed  on: 

“Old  King  Brady:  The  Darrells  are  not  in  Saratoga. 
Your  search  for  them  is  useless.  They  are  well  acquainted 
with  Amos  Cummings.” 

For  a  moment  there  was  deep  silence. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  exclaimed,  vehemently: 


“Cummings  is  tapping  the  wire  somewhere  on  which  our 
message  went  out,  and  has  intercepted  and  answered  it. 1 
“You  are  right,”  replied  Harry.  “He’s  a  cheeky  viL 

laip.”  ^  '  j 

*  “  By  Jove  !  he  knows  what  we  are  up  to  now.” 

“And  being  forewarned  he  will  try  to  outwit  and  defeat 


us.” 

“  Harry,  we  have  given  ourselves  away  to  him. 

“Can’t  be  helped.  Who  would  have  suspected  he  was  ':< 

the  wire?” 

“I  wish  I  knew  where  to  find  him.” 

Harry  now  asked  the  operator: 

“Won’t  our  message  reach  Saratoga.'” 

“Yes.  If  a  wire-tapper  picked  it  off  the  main  line  that 
won’t  prevent  it  going  on  to  its  destination.” 

“Then  we  can  expect  a  reply?” 

“Certainly.  Wait  here  a  while.” 

The  detectives  sat  down  and  began  to  discuss  Cummings’s 
impudent  reply  to  their  telegram. 

Within  half  an  hour  a  message  came  in  from  Saratoga, 
couched  in  the  following  terms: 

“Old  King  Brady:  No  one  named  Darrell  in  Saratoga. 

“Hawley.” 

That  settled  the  matter. 

When  they  departed  Harry  said : 

“Cummings  told  the  truth.” 

“Then  he  must  know  wrhere  they  are.” 

“Undoubtedly.  Let’s  see  if  any  of  the  Darrells’  neigh¬ 
bors  know  anything  about  them.” 

Going  over  to  Fifth  avenue,  they  made  careful  inquiries. 

One  of  the  neighbors  was  the  only  person  except  the 
servant  to  whom  they  had  formerly  spoken  who  seemed  to 
know  anything  about  the  man  and  his  niece. 

He  wras  an  inquisitive  old  fellow  who  made  it  a  point  to 
watch  and  gossip  about  his  neighbors.  He  said: 

“lou’re  defectives,  eh  ?  And  you  want  to  find  out  about 
that  man  and  his  niece,  do  you  ?  Well,  I  might  give  you  a 
little  information,  if  I  had  a  mind  to.  Come  in?” 

“No.  We’ll  remain  on  the  stoop,”  said  Harry. 

“Yell,”  said  the  old  man,  “Richard  Darrell  was  a  rich 
r  miser.  He  rarely  ever  went  out,  and  seldom  spoke  to  any 
of  his  neighbors.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we  could  not  find  out 
anything  at  all  about  him.  He  was  very  fond  of  Miss  Dora, 
his  brother  s  orphaned  daughter,  and  had  adopted  her  and 
made  her  his  heiress.  He  gave  Her  plenty  money  to  spend, 
and  sbe  mingled  with  a  very  fashionable  set,  and  was  away 
from  home  a  great  deal.” 

“What  sort  of  a  looking  man  was  Darrell?” 

A  medfhm-sized,  well-dressed  man  of  sixty.  He  had  a 

clean-shaven  face,  iron-gray  hair,  and  a  rather  florid  com¬ 
plexion.” 


“And  Miss  Dora?” 

Sbe  s  a  perfect  blond,  very  stylish,  and  about  twenty 
years  old.” 

“Had  she  any  callers?” 

Y<J1,  } es.  At  least,  a  man  who  came  to  the  house  occa- 
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serially  probably  called  on  her,  for  she  variably  let  him 
out.?> 

“  Do  you  know  who  lie  was  ?” 

90 

" 1  once  heard  her  call  him  Amos  Cummings.” 

“Ah !  Can  you  describe  his  appearance  ?” 

“Xot  very  well,  as  I  only  saw  him  at  a  distance.  He  was 
a.  big  man,  with  a  short,  dark  beard,  and  he  usually  dressed 

well.” 

“Rather  a  meagre  description.” 

“It  s  the  best  I  can  give  you.” 

“Do  any  of  the  tradesmen  know  the  Darrells ?” 

“I  believe  not,  as  their  servants  told  mine  that  they  paid 
cash  foj;  everything  and  had  nothing  to  do  with  anybody  in 
this  neighborhood.  Servants  are  great  gossips  as  a  rule,  but 
the  Darrells’  were  very  close-mouthed,  and  their  employers 
probably  kept  them  so.” 

“Mysterious  people.” 

“Very,”  assented  the  old  man,  regretfully,  “for  they  al¬ 
ways-  had  my  curiosity  aroused,  and  I  never  could  find  out 
much  about  them.  But  why  do  you  rnake  these  inquiries, 
sir?”  *  V  ,  -  ‘ 

“Just  idle  curiosity,”  replied  Harry.  I'm  obliged  to 
you.” 

V 

“Don't  mention  it.  Sorry  I  can’t  tell  you  more  about 
them.” 

“Good-night.” 

And  the  detectives  wTent  away  none  the  wiser  as  far  as 
Richard  Darrell  and  his  niece  were  concerned. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

BETRAYED  BY  A  WOMAN. 

On  the  following  night,  when  the  Bradys  left  Secret 
Service  headquarters  after  a  conference  with  the  Chief,  they 
suddenly  became  aware  that  they  were  being  followed. 

Their  pursuer  was  a  slender  female  in  black  clothing, 
whose  face  was  concealed  behind  a  long  crepe  veil. 

Going  up  ope  street  and  down  another  they  always  found 
her  dogging  their  footsteps,  and  the  old  detective  muttered : 

“That  girl  isn’t  at  our  heels  from  sheer  force  of  accident, 
and  I  intend  to  find  out  what  she  is  pursuing  us  for.” 

“Beware  of  treachery,”  admonished  Harry. 

“You  walk  ahead  down  this  shady  street  and  I’ll  jump 
into  a  doorway  and  cop  her  before  she  can  escape.” 

“Is  she  alone?” 

“Apparently.  I’ll  whistle  for  you.” 

“Be  careful,  now.” 

They  had  just  turned  a  corner. 

Before  the  girl  appeared  in  sight  Old  King  Brady  glided 
into  a  doorway  and  crouched  there,  concealed  from  view. 

Harry  went  ahead. 

The  boy  was  about  half  way  down  the  block  when  the 
j/jrl  in  black  suddenly  came  gliding  around  the  corner. 

She  peered  ahead,  and,  seeing  Harry,  strode  after  him. 

Jt;  ‘  a-  she  arrive]  opposite  the  old  detective’s  place  of 


concealment,  he  vented  a  shrill  whistle  and  sprang  from  his 
covert,  confronting  the  veiled  girl. 

She  gave  a  cry  of  alarm  and  recoiled. 

Darting  forward,  Old  King  Brady  seized  her  wrist. 
“Just  stop  where  you  are!”  he  exclaimed,  gruffly. 

“Let  me  go  !”  she  gasped,  in  affright. 

“Xot  till  I  find  out  who  and  what  vou  are.” 

“I  am  not  hurting  you,  am  I  ?” 

“You’ve  been  shadowing  us  for  some  time.” 

“What  if  I  have?”  she  asked,  defiantly. 

“Tell  me  what  you  are  doing  it  for?” 

“I  have  an  object  in  view.” 

“Of  course.  You  wouldn’t  do  it  for  nothing.” 

“Ain’t  you  Old  King  Brady?” 

“Yes.  That’s  my  cognomen.” 

“And  your  companion  is  Harry  Brady?” 

“Just  so.  Xow  introduce  yourself.” 

“No.  My  identity  must  remain  a  mystery.” 

“What  for?” 

“Oh,  I’ve  got  my  reasons.” 

“Undoubtedly.  But  why  are  you  shadowing  us  ?” 

“I’ve  been  wanting  to  put  you  on  your  guard.” 

“Against  what ?” 

“Powerful  enemies  who  surround  you.” 

“What  do  they  want?” 

“Your  life.” 

“Indeed !  That’s  pleasant.” 

“Beware  of  an  assassin.” 

“Who  is  he?” 

“I  dare  not  tell  you  here.  I’ve  been  following  you,  await¬ 
ing  r  favorable  chance  to  warn  you  of  your  danger.” 

“Why  should  you  interest  yourself  in  me?” 

“Because  I  can’t  bear  to  think  of  a  brave  man  miserably 
dying  from  an  assassin’s  blow  when  I  can  warn  him  in  time 
to  put  him  on  his  guard.” 

Just  here  Harry  joined  them. 

He  gazed  curiously  at  the  girl,  and  asked  his  partner : 
“Why  is  she  shadowing  us?” 

Old  King  Brady  told  him  briefly. 

The  girl  was  watching  them  closely,  and  seemed  to  be 
greatly  agitated. 

Finally  Old  King  Brady  turned  to  her  and  said: 

“Since  you  won’t  tell  me  your  name,  at;  least  show  me 
your  face.” 

He  seized  her  veil  to  draw  it  aside. 

%  % 

But  she  clapped  her  hand  to  her  face,  recoiled  and  cried, 
excitedly : 

“No,  no  !  don’t  do  that !” 

“I  insist.” 

“Should  you  do  so  I  will  disclose  nothing.” 

“If  you  keep  your  name  and  appearance  from  us  how  can 
we  trust  you?”  asked  the  old  detective,  pointedly. 

“You  have  my  word  for  what  I  say.” 

“That’s  mighty  flimsy  security.” 

The  girl  pondered  a  moment. 

“Would  you  believe  me  if  T  tell  you  my  name?”  she  asked. 
“Perhaps  I  might.” 

“Then  I’ll  tell  you — I  am  Dora  Darrell.” 


I’ll K  bkadys  in  thk  jaws  of  death. 
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“What !“  cried  the  old  detective,  incredulously. 

“You've  been  trying  to  find  me,  haven't  you?” 

“  We  have.  I  low  did  you  find  it  out  ?” 

“  From  the  police  in  Saratoga.  You  telegraphed  them  for 
information  about  me.  They  didn't  know  where  to  find  me. 
Soon  afterward,  however,  an  officer  located. me  in. the  Grand 
Union,  told  me  you  wanted  me  in  New  York,  and  J  came 
back  to  find  out  what  you  wanted.'  On  the  way  here  I  dis¬ 
covered  a  plot  against  your  lives.  You  had  better  heed  my 
warning.” 

“What  is  it?” 


.  i 

“As  T  fear  I  am  being  followed  and  don’t  wish  your  ene¬ 
mies  to  know  that  I  warned  you  1  wish  you  would  come  to 
a  securer  place  to  talk.” 

“  What  place  ?” 

“A  friend  of  mine  lives  down  this  street.  We  will  go  to 
her  house.” 

\ 

“Very  well.  Lead  the  way.” 

The  veiled  girl  strode  awav,  and  the  detectives  followed 

her. 

Both  were  fascinated  by  the  weird  mystery  of  the  inci¬ 


dent. 

Pausing  before  a  little,  old-fashioned  brick  house  with 
wooden  blinds,  the  girl  in  black  ascended  the  stoop  and  rang 

the  bell. 

An  old  negress  opened  the  door. 

“Ah,  Missy  Darrell!”  she  exclaimed.  “Come  in!” 

“I’ve  got  two  gentlemen  with  me,  Dinah.” 

“Das  all  right.  Bring  ’em  in.”  < 

“We  want  to  use  the  parlor  for  a  few  moments.” 

“Berry  well,  Missy  Dora.  Yo’  am  welcome,  shuah.”> 

The  girl  beckoned  to  the  two  detectives  and  went  in. 

They  followed  her. 

If  the  Bradys  suspected  treachery  they  certainly  showed 
no  fear  as  they  passed  the  negress  and  strode  into  the  dark 

hall. 

A  dim  light  was  burning  in  the  parlor. 

They  entered  the  apartment. 

It  was  neatly  furnished. 

Two  chairs  were  at  the  centre-table. 

Pointing  at  them  the  mysterious  girl  said : 

“Be  seated,  gentlemen,  and  T  will  explain  this  matter  to 
you .  ” 

The  detectives  complied,  and  Harry  said : 

“You’ve  got  our  curiosity  excited. ” 

“So  I  presume,”  she  answered,  with  a  subdued  laugh. 
“But  you  will  soon  have  everything  made  clear  to  you.” 
“Against  whom  are  you  going  to  warn  us?” 

“Amos  Cummings  and  his  gang.” 

“Just  as  we  expected.” 

“They  are  desperate  men.” 


“Of  that  we  have  alreadv  had  evidence  enough.” 

“You  have  injured  them  deeply*  and  are  so  threatening 
against  them  in  your  movements  that  they  won’t  rest  easy 
until  you  are  both  in  your  graves.” 

“They  have  demonstrated  that  fact  before.  Now  what 
new  plot  have  they  formed  to  destroy  us?” 


“They  have  taken  Cummings’s  wife  into  their  confidence 
to  decoy  you  to  your  destruction.” 

“Indeed!  What  is  she  going  to  do?” 

“  Lure  you  into  a  house  in  which  a  trap  has  been  prepared. 
When  she  has  got  you  both  just  where  she  wants  you,  she 
is  going  to  pull  a  lever  like  this— the  floor  will  open— and 
down  you  will  go  to  your  doom.” 

ITer  remarks  ended  in  a  wild  laugh,  for  she  had  pulled 
an  iron  lever  in  the  wall,  the  floor  beneath  the  detectives 
chairs  fell  in,  and  they  plunged  down  into  a  dark  abyss. 

As  they  fell,  she  flung  her  veil  aside. 

The  detectives  caught  view  of  her  face,  and  Harry  gasped  : 

“It’S  Nelly  O’Brien,  the  confidence  queen  !" 

The  next  moment  the  trapped  detectives  vanished  down 
the  gloomy  shaft,  and  the  treacherous  woman  pulled  the 
lever  again. 

Back  swung  the  big  trapdoor  in  the  floor,  minus  the 
chairs,  and  the  room  looked  as  if  it  had  never  been  disturbed. 

“Good  for  you,  Nelly !”  cried  a  voice  in  the  doorway,  and 
the  next  moment  Amos  Cummings  rushed  in,  followed  by 
his  seven  masked  friends. 

“Our. plan  worked  like' a  charm,”  laughed  the  girl.  “The 
trusting  fools  walked  right  into  the  jaws  of  death.  I  think 
they’ll  never  trouble  you  again  when  }mu  get  through  with 
them  in  this  house,  Amos.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 


STRUGGLING  FOR  LIFE. 


When  the  Bradys  felt  themselves  plunging  down  through 
space  they  expected  nothing  short  of  death. 

But  to  their  amazement  they  landed  in  a  pool  of  water, 
which  broke  the  force  of  their  fall  and  prevented  the  hard 
bottom  of  the  cellar  into  which  they  fell  from  breaking  every 
bone  in  their  bodies.  . 

They  struck  im three  feet  of  water  and  sank  with  a  violent 
splash.  v 

A 

Scrambling  to  their  feet  they  found  that  except  for  a  dull 
aching  all  over  they  were  not  badly  hurt. 

They  were  ip  the  densest  gloom. 

A  tinkling  sound  of  running  water  reached  their  ears,  and 
when  Old  King  Bradv  recovered  his  breath,  he  shouted: 

“Harry!  Harry!” 

“Well?  Is  that  you,  Old  King  Brady?” 

“Yes.  Are  you  all  right?”* 

“  I  am.  And  so  are  you,  I  tal*e  it  ?” 

“Totally  upinjured.” 

“Where  are  we?”  a 

“Evidently  in  the  cellar.” 

“We  must  have  come  down  at  least  twenty  feet.” 

“Just  what  I  calculated.” 


u 

u 

a 


Bv  Jove !  we  were  nicely  duped  by  that  woman.” 

You  recognized  her,  didn't  you?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 
1  did.  She  s  one  of  the  most  expert  confidence  women  in 


\ 


t 
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ihe  l  nited  States.  But  she  made  us  believe  she  was  Dora 
Darrell,  she  spoke,  so  cunningly." 

"  1  lit'  woman  must  lx'  ringing  in  with  Cummings's  gang. 
She  was  playing  into  his  hands  on  this  deal." 

“Of  course.  Cummings  mufet  have  put  her  up  to  the 
trick.  He  knew  we  were  trying  to  find  the  Darrells,  and 
he  told  this  woman  just  what  to  say  to  trap  us.” 

“She  played  her  part  well.” 

“What  in  thunder  did  she  dump  us  down  in  this  cellar 
for  with  the  hidden  mechanism  in  the  floor  of  the  cosey  little 

parlor  ?” 

“To  kill  us,  of  course,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“But  she  might  have  known  the  water  would  act  like  a 
cushion,  to  prevent  the  fall  from  killing  us.”  ,  ,  . 

“If  your  dark  lantern  isn't  smashed  light  it,  so  we"can 
see  where  we  are.  I  don't  want  to  remain  here  if  there  is 


V 


u 


any  chance  to  get  out  of  this  gloomy  hole. 

Harry  found  his  lantern  intact  and  ignited  it.  * 

The  boy  flashed  the  rays  around. 

They  found  themselves  in  a  little  cellar  with  stone  walls. 

The  bottom  was  flooded  with  water,  which  was  pouring 
in  from  some  pipes  hidden  underfoot  somewhere. 

It  was  quite  evident  that  the  water  was  steadily  rising. 

“Now  I  understand  the  matter,”  said  the  boy.  “  Expect¬ 
ing  to  plunge  us  into  this  place,  they  started  the  water  in  be¬ 
fore  we  arrived.  It’s  lucky  for  us  they  did.” 

“Then  they  mean  to  drown  us?” 

“No  question  about  that.” 

Isn’t  there  any  opening  in  the  walls?”  , 

“None.  Nor  is  there  a  flight  of  stairs.” 

“How  can  we  get  out  of  here,  then?” 

Harry  shook  his  head  gloomily,  for  he  saw  no  means  of 
escape.  He  began  to  fear  that  if  the  water  rose  over  their 
heads  it  would  pin  them  to  the  ceiling  and  drown  them. 

The  boy  turned  the  light  of  his  lantern  upward. 

Overhead  the  rafters  were  within  ten  feet  of  the  bottom. 

In  the  ceiling  a  shaft  of  wood  four  feet  square  ran  up  to 
the  parlor  floor. 

This  was  apparently  the  only  opening. 

When  the  boy  observed  it  a  gloomy  look  crossed  his  face, 
and  he  said  to  his  companion,  in  dejected  tones: 

“The  worst  of  it  is,  you  can’t  swim.” 

“Not  a  stroke.” 

“When  the  water  rises  I  can  swim,  and  I'll  have  to  hold 
you  up.  We  can  float  in  that  shaft  until  my  strength  gives 
out.  Then  we  will  both  go  to  the  bottom.” 

“The  water  can’t  rise  above  the  basement  floor,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  “for  when  it  gets  up  to  the  templates  at  the 
basement  floor  level  it  will  pour  out  in  the  yard  or  the 
street.” 

“Very  true.  We  will  be  floating  on  its  surface  in  the 
shaft.” 

“Harry,  there’s  no  way  to  climb  up  the  shaft  after  that 
happens,  is  there?” 

“  None  that  J  can  see.” 

“It  begins  to  look  as  if  we  were  in  the  jaws  of  death 
again.” 

“You  are  right,  Old  King  Brady. 
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“All  we  can  do  is  to  wait  for  a  fatal  ending.” 

While  they  were  talking  the  water  kept  steadily  rising, 
higher  every  moment,  and  it  soon  was  up  to  their  armpits. 

They  conversed  in  low  tones. 

An  hour  passed  by. 

At  the  expiration  of  that  time  Old  King  Brady  was  hold¬ 
ing  Harry  up,  as  the  boy  was  not  as  tall  as  the  old  detec¬ 
tive  and  the  water  had  risen  above  his  mouth. 

Indeed,  it  rose  so  high  that  the  old  sleutjr  was  obliged  to 
stand  on  tip-toe  and  hold  his  head  back  in  order  to  breathe. 

’“In  less  than  five  minutes  more  you'll  have  to  sustain  me, 
Harry,”  Old  King  Brady  gasped. 

“To  yell  for  aid  is*  useless,  I  suppose?” 

“Perfectly.  Only  our  enemies  would  hear  our  voices.” 

They  waited. 

Within  a  few  minutes  thevfld  detective  was  struggling  to 
keep  the  water  from  entering  his  mouth. 

Harry  observed  it. 

The  time  for  action  on  his  part  had  come.  . 

“I’m  going  to  swim  now,”  said  he,  “and  you  can  easily 
keep  afloat  by  quietly  resting  your  hands  on  my  shoulders.” 

“Go  ahead.”  ' 

“Don’t  get  panic-stricken,  no  matter  what  happens.” 

“Trust  me.” 

In  a  moment  more  the  boy  was  swimming. 

.Old  King  Brady  easily  kept  his  head  above  water  by 

*  0 

doing  as  the  boy  ordered,  and  they  floated  on  the  rising 
flood.  * 

Harry  did  not  waste  his  strength  struggling. 

A  few  occasional  strokes  sufficed  to  hold  them  up. 

The'  boy  knew  that  the  longer  he  retained  his  strength 
the  longer  they  would  be  able  to  keep  their  heads  above 
water. 

He  did  not  want  to  drown. 

Yet,  when  he  turned  the  matter  over  in  his  mind,  he 
could  not  help  thinking  that  he  was  merely  putting  off  the 
fatal  moment  of  death  for  a  little  while. 

They  were  bound  to  go  under  in  the  end,  for  his  ability 
to  keep  them  both  up  would  only  last  a  certain  length  of 
time. 

It  was  an  agonizing  thought. 

Still,  human  nature  is  prone  to  cling  to  life  as  long  as 
possible,  and  the  detectives  were  no  exception. 

The  water  soon  reached  the  rafters.  x 

Harry  took  good  care  to  place  himself  and  his  burden 
right  under  the  shaft,  and  a,s  tjie  water  still  rose,  they  found 
the  cellar  filled  and  the  only  space  clear  above  was  within 
the  narrow  confines  of  the  shaft. 

“It  almost  seems  a  useless  struggle,  Harry,”  said  the  old 
detective,  in  gloomy  tones.  “You'll  have  to  give  in  pretty 
soon,  anyway.” 

“Couldn’t  you  wedge  yourself  across  the  shaft  and  hold 
yourself  up?  It  would  rest  me  some,”  panted  the  bov. 

“I  might  try.”  ' 

They  made  a  violent  effort,  and  Old  King  Brady  finally 
succeeded  in  getting  himself  caught  across  the  opening  at 
an  angle. 

With  his  feet  against  one  side  and  the  back  of  his  neck 
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against  the  other  he  was  enabled  to  hold  himself-  above  the 
water. 

But  scarcely  had  he  gained  this  position  of  security  when 
the  trap  above  suddenly  burst  open  and  Cummings’s  head 
appeared  in  the  opening  in  the  midst  of  a  glare  of  light. 

He  saw  them,  and  ripped  out  a  violent  curse. 

“Baffling  me,  are  you?”  he  roared,  drawing  a  revolver. 
“Well,  I'll  soon  put  an  end  to  that  game.”  , 

He  aimed  the  pistol  down,  to  fire  at  the  detectives,  but 
just  then  he  he&rd  a  yell  of : 

“Fire!  Fire!  The  house  is  on  fire!” 

Up  he  sprang  to  his  feet. 

The  back  parlor  was  in  a  blaze,  and  Nelly  O’Brien  was 
rushing  out  with  her  dress  on  fire. 

WTith  a  yell  of  horror  Cummings  dropped  his  pistol  and 
dashed  after  her,  to  extinguish  the  flames  on  her  dress. 

The  pair  vanished  in  the  street,  followed  by  Cummings’s 
gang,  who  had  been  aroused  by  the  clouds  of  smoke  pouring 
up-stairs  from  the  burning  parlor. 

An  alarm  was  turned  in,  and  in  ten  minutes  the  engines 
followed  by  a  yelling  rabble  came  dashing  up  to  the  burn¬ 
ing  building  to  put  out  the  fire. 

The  Bradys  heard  the  cries,  and  it  made  them  faint  and 
sick,  for  there  now  seemed  to  be  no  salvation  for  them  at  all ! 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE  GIRL  AT  BAY. 

« 

A  dense  cloud  of  smoke  poured  into  the  shaft  in  which  the 
detectives  were  located  and  almost  smothered  them. 

Above  the  roaring  and  crackling  of  flames  they  heard  the 
voices  of  the  firemen  who  had  penetrated  the  burning  budd¬ 
ing. 

“Look  out  for  that  open  trap  in  the  floor,  Bill,”  one  yelled. 
“WThere  does  it  lead  to?”  demanded  a  fireman,  peering 

down. 

The  Bradys  saw  him,  and  Harry  yelled  up  at  him : 
“Help!  Help!” 

With  a  startled  cry  the  fireman  swung  a  lantern  into  the 
big  opening,  and  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice : 

“  Hello,  there !  Who’s  that  ?” 

“Two  men.  We’re  down  here!” 

“At  the  bottom  of  the  shaft?” 

“Yes.  Get  a  rope  and  pull  us  out.” 

“Wait  a  minute.” 

He  disappeared. 

Old  King  Brady  was  overjoyed. 

“Keep  hold  of  me,  Harry,”  said  he. 

“Can  you  hold  us  both  up?” 

“Easily.” 

“I’m  tired  out.” 

And  the  boy  grasped  him. 

It  was  a  great  relief  from  the  exhaustion  of  swimming. 
“The  firemen  will  save  us  now,”  gasped  Old  King  Brady. 
“I  hope  so.  We  need  expect  aid  from  no  other  source.” 


Just  then  the  fireman  reappeared  above  with  a  rope,  and, 
dropping  down  one  end,  he  yelled  : 

“Make  fast  to  this  and  we’ll  pull  you  up.” 

Harry  caught  hold  of  the  line. 

“Pull  away!”  he  cried. 

The  firdmen  obeyed,  and  he  was  dragged  up  out  of  the 
water. 

%  • 

When  the  boy  reached  the  top  his  partner  was  pulled  up. 

They  found  themselves  in  the  front  parlor,  wdiere  some 
firemen  stood  in  rubber  hats  and  coats  and  boots  fighting 
the  flames. 

Two  held  a  hose  and  several  wielded  axes. 

Playing  water  into  the  back  parlor  they  were  rapidly 
putting  out  the  flames,  and  a  dense,  white  smoke  arose. 

Others,  armed  with  crowbars  and  picks,  were  hacking 
afway  at  the  flaming  articles  in  the  burning  room. 

The  smoke,  heat  and  gas  were  intolerable. 

Out  to.the  street  rushed  the  Bradys  and  joined  the  crowd. 

Some  of  Cummings’s  men  saw  therm 

The  rage  of  the  villains  was  intense,  but  they  dared  not 
say  anything  for  fear  of  getting  arrested. 

Instead,  they  ran  away  to  inform  their  chief. 

'  No  one  else  was  in  the  burning  building,  and  as  the 
Bradys  did  not  wish  to  reveal  their  identity  to  anyone,  they 
scon  hastened  away,  side  by  side. 

“It’s  one  of  the  most  narrow  escapes  we’ve  ever  had,” 
said  the  old  detective.  “We’ll  probably  be  a  little  more  care¬ 
ful  in  future  how  we  trust  veiled  females.” 

“Nelly  O’Brien  deceived  u?  very  cleverly,”  replied  Harry, 
pulling  a  wry  face,  “and  we  were  certainly  a  pair  of  fools 
for  believing  that  she  was  Dora  Darrell.” 

“If  I  get  the  nippers  on  the  gay  and  festive  Nelly,  she 
won’t  bunco  anybody  else  in  a  great  hurry.” 

“The  wire-tappers  must  have  been  using  that  house  as 
a  rendezvous,  or  else  they’ve  been  using  it  to  tap  the  ad¬ 
jacent  wires,”  said  Harry,  thoughtfully. 

“We  can  find  that  out  to-morrow.” 

Wet  and  exhausted,  they  were  glad  to  get  home. 

Next  day  they  returned  to  the  scene  of  the  fire. 

Not  much  damage  had  been  done  by  the  flames. 

The  Bradys  ascended  the  front  stoop  and  rang  the  bell. 

It  was  answered  by  the  old  negress;  but  before  she  had 
a  chance  to  say  a  word,  the  detectives  pushed  past  her  and, 
darting  into  the  hall,  glanced  keenly  around. 

The  sound  of  a  telegraph  sounder  reached  their  ears. 

It  came  from  up-stairs,  and  they  ascended  as  quietlv  as 
mice. 


“Hear  that?”  whispered  Old  Kino-  Brady. 
“It’s  a  plant,  all  right,”  the  boy  answered. 
“Where  does  that  sound  come  from?” 

“The  front  bedroom.” 


We  can  see  by - ” 

“Hello!”  yelled  the  old  negress.  “a  raid!  A  raid!'* 
Her  heavy  voice  rang  loudly  through  the  hall. 

Realizing  that  they  could  no  longer  maintain  sooroev 
the  detectives  rushed  up-stairs,  dashed  along  the  hall  and 

In,  d  to  0|ien  the  door  from  behind  which  the  sound  of  the 
ticker  came. 
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li  was  locked. 

They  paused  and  glanced  at  each  other. 


Then  .they  drew  back  and  hurled  themselves  against  the 

door. 

It  flew  open. 

A  neat  bedroom  was  revealed. 

Xear  the  front  window  was  a  table  upon  which  a  tele¬ 
graphic  outfit  was  rigged. 

\\  ires  ran  out  through  the  window  frame  and  were  cut 
in  on  the  main  line,  which  passed  the  house  oil  the  regu¬ 
lation  poles. 

At  the  table  sat  a  man  working  the  key,  and  beside  him 
sat  Xelly  O.Brien,  busy  writing  in  a  book  some  news  she 
had  taken  froin  the  sounder. 

M  hen  the  door  burst  open  they  sprang  to  their  feet  and 
gave  utterance  to  startled  cries  upon  beholding  the  Bradys. 

The  girl  in  particular  was  badly  scared. 

“My  goodness  !v’  she  exclainmd.  “It’s  those  detectives!” 

“Curse  them!”  hissed  the  man,  “I  didn't  think  they’d 
come  back.  But  we  had  to  get  this  news.” 

“What  fools  we  were  to  risk  it!” 

•  “Never  mind,  Xelly;  they  haven’t  got  us  yet.” 

The  man  was  a  very  dark  fellow,  with  black  hair  and  a 
black  moustache,  and  his  clothing  was  rather  shabby. 

As  soon  as  the  Bradys  saw  him  they  recognized  him  not 
only  as  one  of  Cummings’s  masked  men,  but  also  as  a  cele¬ 
brated  all-around  crook  called  Black  Hogan. 

He,  too,  recognized  the  Bradys. 

As  Harry  rushed  toward  him,  he  yelled: 

“You  stand  back,  Brady,  or  I’ll  drop  you  !” 

“So  it  is  you,  is  it,’  Black  Hogan!”  cried  the  boy. 

“Yes,  me,  and  you’ll  find  it  out,  too  !” 

He  drew  a  pistol,  from  his  hip-pocket  as  he  spoke  and  was 
about  to  raise  it  when  the  boy’s  weapon  was  discharged 
before  it  was  ten  inches  from  his  pocket. 

The  boy  was  a  dead  shot,  and  the  ball  hit  the  man. 

He  gave  a  yell  of  pain,  dropped  his  weapon,  reeled  back 
and  fell  to  the  floor,  gasping,  hoarsely: 

“I’m  winged!” 

“Oh!”  shrieked  the  girl,  in  maddened  tones,  “I’ll  avenge 
you  !  I’ll  pay  you  off  for  this  !” 

Hogan  dropped  his  pistol  and  she  stooped  and  picked  it 

up.  » 

Before  she  had  a  chance  to  use  it,  however,  Old  King 
Brady  dashed  forward  and  seized  her.  \ 

“Drop  that !”  he  cried,  angrily. 

“You  let  me  go !”  she  screamed,  struggling  to  get  away. 

“Xelly,  you  are  my  prisoner.” 

“I  won’t  submit.  I’ll  kill  you - ” 

“Give  me  that  gun !” 

And  the  old  detective  tore  it  from  her  hand,  hurled  it 
across  the  room  and  forced  her  hands  behind  her  back. 

In  a  moment  more,  despite  her  struggles,  he  snapped 
a  pair  of  handcuffs  on  her  wrists.' 

She  was  frantic,  panting  and  weeping. 

“You  think  you’ve  won  a  victory!”  she  shrieked,  m  wild 
iorx'/-  “but  "on  haven’t  got  a  particle  of  evidence  against 
rr.f-  to  use  in  court - ” 


“Tut-tut!”  he  interposed,  contemptuously,  “don’t  you 
call  it  a  misdemeanor  to  go  about  veiled  and  lure  us  into 
this  house  to  our  doom?  Xelly,  we’ll  give  you  a  stretch 
^t  Sing  Sing  which  will  keep  you  out  of  mischief  for  a  long 
time  on  that  deal.” 

“I  defy  you!” 

“Oh,  it  won't  do  you  any  good  to  do  so.” 

Just  then  Harry,  having  secured  Black  Hogan,  picked 
up  the  hook  the  girl  had  been  writing  in. 

“What’s  this?”  he  asked. 

Then  he  hastily  glanced  at  the  entries. 

A  cry  of  amazement  escaped  the  boy’s  lips  when  he  saw 
the  contents  of  the  book. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  queried  Old  King  Brady. 

Harry  held  up  the  book  triumphantly. 

“I’ve  got  a  nice  little  surprise  package  here,”  said  he. 
“Wait  till  you  read  what  it  says.” 


CHAPTER  XIY. 

•  '  ‘  .  l 

THE  STOCK  BROKER. 

'  /  \  9  '• 

A  puzzled  expression  flitted  across  Old  King  Brady’s  face 
as  he  glanced  at  the  book  in  his  partner’s  hand. 

“What  in  thunder  does  it  sav?”  he  asked. 

%j 

“I’ll  read  you  some  of  the  entries  they  have  been  steal¬ 
ing  from  the  Wall  street  wire  and  you  can  judge  for  your¬ 
self.  Here  is  the  first  one — and  vou  can  see  what  it  means.” 

He  thereupon  read  the  following: 

“Messrs.  J.  P.  Mprton  &  Co.,  bankers,  Xo.  44  Wall  st.- — 
Union  Pacific,  Steel,  Paul,  T.  C.  I.  and  Sugar.  Place  on 
50,000  puts.  Will  advance  two  points  to-morrow. — How¬ 
ard  &  Co.” 

Harry  hirned  over  a  page  and  continued  reading: 

“Henry  Bell,  33  Broadway. — Inside  information  X.  Y. 
Air  Brake  at  149  3-4  and  Consolidated  Gas.  225,  cornered. 
Buy  everything  in  sight  for  our  account  up  to  300.000 
shares. — Digby  &  Cooper.” 

The  third  one  was  couched  in  these  terms : 

“John  Andrews  &  Son. — Informed  Manhattan  Railway 
4’s,at  104  1-2  will  decline.  Active  market  in  International 
Paper.  Get  ns  bonds  of  Baltimore  and  Ohio  at  104.  Ad¬ 
vance  coming  sure. — Randolph.” 

There  were  several  more  such  entries  and  then  this  lino 
of  memoranda,  which  the  O’Brien  woman  had  evidently 
jotted  down  for  her  own  information : 

“Cummings  notified.  ’Phoned  Wexel  &  Co.  to  buy  to¬ 
morrow.” 

A  grim  smile  crossed  Old  King  Brady’s  face. 

“This  is  the  worst  ‘sure-thing’  gang  I  ever  met,”  said  he. 
“They  steal  the  private  information  speculators,  brokers 
and  bankers  send  to  one  another  and  plunge  on  it.” 

“That’s  the  story  in  a  nutshell,”  replied  Harry. 

“If  this  gang  had  enough  money  to  put  up  on  margins, 
they  could  become  millionaires  in  a  week.  It’s  no  wonder, 
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with  such  high  stakes  to  be  played  for,  that  they  are  so 
desperate.  See  here,  Nell !” 

“What  do  you  want?” 

“Where  is  Cummings?” 

“None  of  your  business.” 

“Then  where’s  the  rest  of  the  gang?” 

“I  won’t  tell  you.” 

“We’ll  call  on  Wexel  &  Co.  and  wait  for  him.  They  must 
be  the  brokers  who  do  the  buying  for  your  gang  and  Amos 
will  be  sure  to  go  there.” 

He  looked  fixedly  at  the  girl  as  he  spoke. 

She  turned  pale,  her  nostrils  dilated  as  she  breathed  heav¬ 
ily,  and  she  cast  down  her  glance. 

She  dared  not  meet  his  eye. 

Trying  to  assume  a  careless  air,  she  exclaimed : 

“You  must  be  crazy!” 

“No,  no.  Intensely  sane,  I  assure  you.” 

“You  won’t  find  Amos  at  Wexel’s.” 

“Well,  we’ll  try,  anyhow.” 

“Don’t  be  silly,  Brady.” 

“Oh,  you  can’t  steer  us  off,  my  girl.” 

“Do  it  if  you  like.  YTou  won’t  gain  anything  by  it.” 
“That  remains  to  be  seen.” 

Harry  examined  Hogan’s  injury. 

The  ball  had  cut  a  hole  through  the  fleshy  part  of  his 
left  side,  inflicting  a  painful  but  not  serious  wound. 

“He  was  more  scared  than  injured,”  said  the. boy. 

“Got  court  plaster?”  queried  Old  King  Brady. 
“Plenty.” 

“Then  plaster  him  up,  to  stop  the  flow  of  blood,  and  we 
will  take  these  two  beauties  to  jail.” 

Harry  obeyed  the  order. 

*  When  Hogan  was  repaired,  they  sifiashed  the  electrical 
appliance,  led  the  prisoners  out,  and  took  them  to  the  police 
station. 

Here  they  were  locked  up. 

“Only  seven  of  the  gang  left  now,”  said  Harry. 

“We  may  trip  them  to-morrow  at  the  brokers’.” 
“Thunder!” 

“What’s  up?” 

“We’ve  made  a  great  mistake.” 

“How?” 

“The  negress,  Dinah,  knows  about  the  arrest.” 

“  Ah  !  And  you  fear — — ” 

“She  will  notify  the  gang.” 

“We  should  have  taken  her,  too.” 

“Of  course.” 

“Go  back  and  see  if  you  can  find  her.” 

“Very  well.  Meet  me  in  an  hour.” 

“Where?” 

“Corner  of  Wall  street  and  Broadway.” 

“I’ll  be  there.” 

“We  must  see  Wexel  &  Co.” 

Harry  hurried  away. 

After  bo  was  gone  the  old  detective  went  down-town. 

In  half  an  hour  after  he  arrived  at  the  rendezvous  Harrv 

i' 

joined  him,  with  a  glum  look  on  his  face. 

“You  failed  to  find  Dinah?” 


“Exactly.  The  house  was  deserted.” 

“I  hope  she  hasn’t  gone  to  notify  Cummings.” 

“That’s  what  she  has  done.” 

“  He  will  be  hard  to  find,  then.” 

“We’ve  got  one  consolation.” 

“And  what’s  that?” 

“The  old  coon  doesn’t  know  that  we’ve  discovered  all 
about  their  stdek  brokerage  business,  and  so  can  explain  to 
him  that  we  escaped  alive,  raided  the  house,  nabbed  Nell  and 
Hogan  and  arc  floating  around  on  a  hunt  for  him  again.’! 

“Let’s  go  down  to  see  the  broker.” 

By  inquiring  they  located  Wexel  &  Co.,  in  No.  3  Wall 
street. 

Going  up  in  the  elevator  and  seeing  the  brokers’  names  on 
a  glass  door,  they  passed  into  the  office. 

“Mr.  Wexel  in?”  Harry  asked  the  office  boy. 

“He  is  in  his  private  office,  sir.” 

“Engaged?” 

“Don’t  know.” 

“Find  out.” 

“Got  your  card?” 

“Yes,  and  here  it  is.” 

The  boy  took  the  card  into  the  rear  office. 

Finally  he  emerged  and  beckoned  to  the  detectives. 

“Mr.  Wexel  will  see  you,”  said  the  boy.  “Go  in.” 

They  passed  into  the  handsomely  furnished  private  office 
and  encountered  a  little,  fat  man,  with  a  bald  head  and 
sparse  side-whiskers. 

“Mr.  Wexel?”  queried  Harry,  politely. 

»“ That’s  me.  You  are  detectives?” 

“Yes.” 


“And  your  business  with  me  is - ” 

“To  find  out  something  about  one  of  }7our  customers.” 
“What  name  ?” 

“Amos  Cummings.” 

“Don’t  know  anv  such  person.” 

“What!” 

“ It’s  -a  fact.” 

“You  are  bluffing  to  shield  him.” 

“No,  I  ain’t.  You’ll  see.”  ’  . 

He  opened  the  door  and  called  in  his  clerks. 

Then  he  turned  to  the  detectives  and  said : 

“Ask  them.” 

Harry  asked  the  clerks : 

“Isn’t  there  a  customer  of  this  house  named  Amos  Cum¬ 
mings  ?” 

“No,  sir,”  replied  the  bookkeeper. 

'  “Sure?” 

I  could  swear  to  it.  I  carry  all  our  customers’  names  in 
my  books  and  am  therefore  in  a  position  to  know.” 

“You’d  ought  to  be.  That’s  all.  Clear  out.” 

The  clerks  departed  from  the  room. 

“Believe  me  now?”  queried  the  broker,  triumphantly. 
“Yes.  You  may  know  him  by  another  name.” 

“How  can  we  get  at  that  ?” 


“To-morrow  lie  may  notify  you  to  buy  for  him 
the  following  stocks,  if  his  wife  hasn’t  already  tel 


some  of 
ephonod 
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you  to  do  so :  Union  Pacific,  Steel,  Paul,  Sugar  and  T.  C. 

I. - ” 

“Air  Brake  and  Consolidated  Gas,  too?” 

“\es,  and  also  International  Paper  and  Baltimore  and 

Ohio.” 

“I  know  who  you  mean  now.” 

“  What  name  does  he  go  hy  here  ?” 

“Richard  Darrell.” 

The  detectives  gazed  at  each  other  in  mute  amazement. 
They  could  not  realize  how  the  audacious  villain  had  the 
presumption  to  go  under  that  name. 

Old  King  Brady  was  the  first  to  recover  his  faculties. 
“Thunder!”  he  exclaimed. 

* 


CHAPTER  XY. 

\ 

A  CONFERENCE  WITH  THE  CHIEF. 

“You  seem  to  be  amazed,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the  broker. 
“Iam.  Your  customer  is  Amos  Cummings,  a  crook.  He 
has  assumed  the  name  of  a  man  he  practically  murdered!” 
It  was  now  the  broker’s  turn  to  look  astonished. 

“A  crook  !”  he  gasped.  “A  murderer?” 

“That’s  what  he  is.” 

“Surely  you  are  mistaken.” 

“Do  you  expect  him  here  to-morrow?” 

“Either  he  or  his  man.” 

“Why  do  you  expect  him?” 

“His  wife  telephoned  that  he  would  be  here.” 

“At  what  hour?” 

“Eleven  o’clock.” 

“To  put  up  his  margins?” 

“Yes.” 

“We  shall  be  here,  too.” 

“For  what  purpose?” 

“To  arrest  him.” 

“I  hope  you  will.” 

“You’ll  lose  your  commission.” 

“I  don’t  care !  I  don’t  wish  to  deal  with  crooks.” 

“You  are  a  man  of  good  principle,  I  see.” 

“I’ve  got  an  old-established  name  to  sustain.  That  is 
worth  more  to  me  than  the  business  of  a  murderer.” 
“Moreover,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “he’s  a  wire-tapper.” 
“Good  gracious  !  Is  that  the  way  he  always  seems  to  have 
information  that  nets  him  all  gains  and  no  losses?” 

“It  is.  We  are  hunting  him  down.” 

“Well,  I’ll  do  all  I  can  to  aid  you  in  capturing  him.” 

“I’m  sure  we’d  appreciate  it.” 

,  “What  can  I  do  to  help  you?” 

“It’s  my  intention  to  set  a  trap  for  him.” 

“How?” 

“Mv  partner  and  T  will  hide  in  here.” 

“Well?” 

“As  soon  a-  he  comes  in,  we’ll  pounce  on  him.” 

“Good  !  But  suppose  he  doesn’t  come  ?” 

“You  -ay  he  may  send  a  man?” 


“A  person  who  has  been  here  before.” 

“In  that  case  we  will  shadow  Cummings’s  agent.” 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“The  agent  will  be  pretty  sure  to  go  to  Cummings’s  lurk¬ 
ing-place,  and  we  can  follow  at  his  heels.” 

“Certainly  you  can.” 

“As  Cummings  is  hiding,  that’s  the  only  way  we  can  find 
him.” 

“It’s  a  simple  but  good  plan,  sir.” 

♦ 

“They  are  a  dangerous  gang,  Mr.  Wexel.  Have  they  in 
the  past  bought  much  stock  and  many  bonds  through  this 
firm  ?” 

“Yes,  indeed.  And  they  always  win.  It  was  remarkable 
to  us  how  he  always  seemed  to  have  a  foreknowledge  that 
certain  bonds  and  stocks  were  going  to  advance.  Thus  far 
he  has  cleared  thousands  of  dollars  through  us.” 

“And  lie’s  penniless  now.” 

“Impossible - ” 

“Anything  is  possible.  Being  an  inveterate  gambler,  a 
few  thousand  dollars  makes  but  little  difference  to  Amos 
Cummings.  In  one  night  at  a  poker  table  he  might  win  or 
lose  a  good-sized  fortune.” 

“I  can  quite  understand  that.” 

The  detectives  mapped  out  a  plan  of  action,  and  finally 
bade  Mr.  Wexel  adieu  and  departed. 

“We  are  pretty  sure  to  catch  someone  in  our  trap  to-mor¬ 
row,”  Harry  remarked,  as  they  walked  along,  “and  I  hope 
it  will  be  Cummings,  for  one  very  good  reason.” 

“To  what  do  you  allude?”  queried  Old  King  Brady,  as 
he  took  a  block  of  plug  tobacco  from  his  pocket  and  bit  off 
a  piece. '  “The  mystery  of  the  suicide?” 

“Yes.  It’s  peculiar  that  the  whole  case  seems  to  have  sud¬ 
denly  dropped  through.  Can  it  be  possible  it  is  going  to  re¬ 
main  a  mystery  forever,  like  many  other  startling  crimes? 
The  newspapers  contained  the  dead  man’s  picture,  yet  no 
one  recognized  it,  or  notified  the  authorities  that  they  did. 
The  newspapers  themselves  do  not  mention  the  case  any 
more,  although  for  several  days  they  gave  it  some  space. 
The  dead  man  is  buried  now,  and  wre  haven’t  learned  any-^ 
thing  at  all  about  him.  It’s  very  exasperating  to  me.” 

“We  can’t  learn  anything  about  the  matter  until  we  can 
put  the  screws  on  Cummings  and  make  him  confess.” 

“So  that’s  your  conclusion?” 

“I  wonder  if  Hogan  or  Nell  O’Brien  would  admit  any- 
thing  ?” 

“No.  I  have  no  hope  in  that  direction.” 

“It  struck  me  that  Cummings  is  aware  of  our  move¬ 
ments.” 

“I  don’t  see  how  he  can  be.” 

“You’ve  had  the  evidence  that  he  is.” 

“When?” 

“At  the  time  Nell  O’Brien  fooled  us  so  cleverly.  The 
very  fact  that  she  represented  herself  to  us  as  Dora  Dar¬ 
rell  shows  me  that  our  enemies  knewr  we  were  looking  for 
the  Darrells.  Nowt  howr  did  they  find  it  out?” 

“Ask  me  something  easier.” 

“You  admit  I  speak  truly,  don’t  you?” 

“Of  course  you  do.” 
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‘‘If  Cummings  didn’t  know  it,  why  would  he  tell  Nell  to 
say  that  she  was  Dora  Darrell,  I'd  like  to  know?” 

“That  remark  gives  her  away.” 

“Badly,  indeed.  They  must  know  that  we  are  particular¬ 
ly  anxious  to  find  that  girl  and  used  their  knowledge  as  a 
bait.” 

Old  King  Brady  began  to  think  hard. 

After  much  effort  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  their 
enemies  were  either  closely  watching  them  or  else  that  some¬ 
one  was  tipping  the  crooks  off  about  the  detectives’  plans. 

Wh«  could  it  be  ? 

That  was  the  question  puzzling  them. 

The  detectives  went  to  headquarters  and  held  a  consul¬ 
tation  with  their  Chief,  to  whom  they  explained  all  they 
had  done. 

It  set  him  to  thinking  deeply. 

Finally  he  said: 

“You  have  thus  far  done  as  well  with  the  matter  as 
could  be  expected  under  the  circumstanced  But  the  trou¬ 
ble  is,  you  have  had  no  definite  clews  to  follow.” 

“That’s  because  we  are  pitted  against  a  deep,  cunning 
man,  who  knows  how  to  keep  his  tracks  covered,”  answered 
Old  King  Brady,  in  tones  of  disgust. 

“But  you'll  have  a  chance  to  get  him  to-morrow.” 

“Yes.  If  we  fail  then  I  don’t  know  where  next  to  look.” 

“Well,”  said  the  Chiefs  “you’ve  been  very  indiscreet  in 
taking  Cummings’s  broker  into  your  confidence. 

“How  so?” 

“He  may  be  fooling  you  into  the  belief  that  he  is  on  your 
side  and  then  may  notify  Cummings  that  you  are  after 
him,”  answered  the  Chief. 

Old  King  Brady  smiled  and  shook  his  head. 

“I  don’t  think  he  will  do  that,”  said  he. 

“Why  are  you  so  confident?” 

“Simply  because  I  studied  my  man.” 

“And  that  convinced  you  of  his  sincerity?” 

“It  did.” 

“You  run  longer  chances  than  I  would.” 

The  old  detective  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

*  “I  have  my  own  way  of  carrying  on  my  work,”  said  he, 
“and  I  rarely  make  a  failure  of  it.” 

“Very  true.  I’m  puzzled  about  one  thing  now.” 

“What’s  that,  Chief?” 

“How  Richard  and  Dora  Darrell  dropped  out  of  sight  so 
.  suddenly  and  completely  that  no  trace  of  them  can  be 
found.” 

“If  anyone  knows  where  they  are  it’s  Cummings.” 

“What  makes  you  think  so?” 

“It’s  my  firm  conviction  that  Cummings  is  either  a  very 
close  friend  or  a  verv  bitter  enemv  of  the  Darrells.  The 
facts  prove  it.  Cummings  had  some  of  Darrell’s  jewelry  in 
pawn,  he  gave  the  suicide  Dora  Darrell’s  queer  pistol  with 
which  to  kill  himself,  and  he  telegraphed  me  that  the  Dar¬ 
rells  were  not  in  Saratoga.” 

“That  shows  his  connection  with  the  Darrells  is  close,” 
admitted  the  Chief. 

“Perhaps  to-morrow’s  work  may  tell  the  tale.” 

"  I  in  sure  f  hope  it  will.  Tt  you  fail  in  your  design  come 


back  to  me  and  we  will  give  Kell  and  Hogan  the  Third  De¬ 
gree  and  try  to  force  them  to  squeal.” 

“Very  well,  Chief.  But  I  don’t  believe  anything  would 
induce  that  couple  to  tell  anything  they  may  know  about 
their  leader.” 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


'  BETWEEN  TWO  FIRES. 

/  % 

•  On  the  following  morning  at  ten  o’clock  a  dapper  young 
man  strode  briskly  into  the  office  of  Wexel  &  Co. 

Having  asked  to  see  the  head  of  the  concern  he  was  ush¬ 
ered  by  the  office  boy  into  the  private  office. 

“I  am  Ben  Gold,”  announced  he,  drawing  out  a  wallet. 
“  You  were  ordered  by  my  employer  to  buy  certain  stocks 
and  bonds.  Have  you  done  so,  Mr.  Wexel  ?” 

“Who  is  your  employer ?”•  asked  the  broker. 

“Richard  Darrell,  sir.” 

“Oh,  yes.  Isn’t  he  coming?” 

“No.  He  had  no  time.  Fve  mt  the  money.” 

J  * 

“Very  well.  I’ll  give  you  a  rec  ipt  for  it  and  deliver  the 
paper.  Everything  is  ready.” 

“Did  you  get  everything  he  ordered?” 

“  Yes,  and  here  they  are.” 

The  broker  took  a.  package  from  the  safe. 

Ben  Gold  gave  him  a  check  and  received  a  receipt. 

He  then  took  the  paper  and  left  the  office. 

The  Bradys  were  lurking  outside  and  had  been  keenly 
watching  Ben  Gold,  whom  they  both  recognized  as  a  forger 
they  had  once  convicted.  • 

“He  must  be  Cummings’s  man,”  said  Harry. 

“There’s  the  broker’s  signal — a.  handkerchief  out  the 
window — signifying  that  Gold  is  our  quarry.” 

“Follow  him.” 

“He’s  got  a  cab.” 

“We  can  easily  get  one,  too.” 

The  crook’s  vehicle  carped  him  around  into  Broadwav. 
and  as  there  were  several  public  hacks  passing  by  at  the 
time,  the  Bradys  hailed  one. 

“Which  way?”  asked  the  driver. 

“See  that  cab  with  red  wheels?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Follow  it  everywhere.” 

“At  a  distance,  sir?” 

“By  all  means.  We  are  shadowing  its  passenger.” 

“I  understand,  sir.” 

And  away  rolled  the  hack  in  pursuit  of  the  other,  while 
the  detectives  peered  through  the  glass  front. 

Up  Broadway  they  went,  to  14th  street,  and.  turning  over 
to  the  west  side,  it  continued  its  course  until  it  reached 
Eighth  avenue,  whereupon  it  turned  down-town. 

A  little  side  street  was  taken. 

In  the  middle  of  the  block  the  cab  paused. 
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The  crook  alighted  and  paid  his  driver.  Going' upon  the 
stoop  of  a  little  frame  house  he  rang  the  front  doorbell. 

A  man  admitted  him. 

The  Bradys  alighted  and  dismissed  their  cab. 

Then,  from  a  point  where  they  were  safe  from  the  obser¬ 
vation  of  anyone  in  the  house,  they  viewed  the  building. 

It;  was  an  old-fashioned  place  two  stories  high,  with  a 
peaked  roof,  a  front  piazza  and  small  windows. 

They'  were  all  closed  tightly. 

It' gave  the  house  an  empty,  deserted  look. 

In  fact,  rank  weeds  filled  the  little  front  yard  and  the 

* 

paint  was  peeling  from  the  building. 

“Can  that  be  Cummings’s  hiding-place ?”  asked  Harry. 
“It  probably  is.” 

“Why  couldn’t  we  raid  it?”  § 

“Get  a  platoon  of  police  to  aid  us?” 

“By  all  means.  We  could  surround  the  little  building 
and  cut  off  their  escape  both  back  and  front.” 

“I  rather  fancy  that  plan.” 

“Then  I’ll  go  and  ring  up  the  police  for  aid.” 

“Very  well.  I’ll  remain  here  on  guard.” 

Harry  hastened  awTay. 

No  one  left  the  house  during  his  absence. 

Old  King  Brady  spoke  to  a  grocer  on  the  corner.  • 
Pointing  at  the  suspected  house,  he  asked : 

“Do  vou  know  who  lives  there?” 

*/  *  v  .  ^ 

“Yah,”  replied  the  grocer.  “Oldt  Mrs.  O’Prien.” 

“Nell  O’Brien’s  mother?” 

“Dot  vos  id.” 

“xAnyone  else?” 

“Sure.  She  vos  keebs  poarders.” 

“Do  you  know  any  of  them?” 

“Nein;  but  I  dink  vun  ohf  Hem  vas  cfazy.” 

“Why  so?” 

“She  vos  hollerin’  all  de  dime.” 

“Ah!  It’s  a  woman.” 

“Cerdainly.” 

“Have  you  seen  her?” 

“Nein.” 

“Who  are  the  other  boarders?” 

“All  men.  I  don’t  know  dem.” 

“Do  they  go  in  and  out  all  da^  and  night?” 

“Sure  dey  do,  und  dot  vos  vat  surbrise  me.” 

Harry  returned  after  a  while,  with  a  smile  on  his  face, 
and  as  they  walked  away  from  the  store  he  said  : 

“We’ll  have  a  wagon  load  of  cops  here  pretty  soon.” 
“Where  are  we  to  meet  them?” 

“Around  the  corner.” 

“Good  for  you !” 

They  did  not  have  to  wait  long  before  a  police  patrol 
wagon  containing  ten  men  dashed  up  and  the  detectives 
root  it. 

When  the  captain  alighted  and  shook  hands  with  the 
BraJv-  he  asked,  in  tones  of  great  curiosity: 

“Where’s  the  place?” 

“A  little  frame  house  around  the  corner,”  Harry  an. 


vW'-red. 
“You  sav 


it  contains  seven  wire-tappers?” 


“We  believe  so.” 

“How  can  we  get  at  the  rear?” 

“Better  cut  your  men  into  two  platoons.” 

“Half  for  the  front  and  half  for  the  rear?” 

“That’s  the  plan.  The  men  for  the  rear  can  go  through 
the  halls  and  back  yards  of  those  Ninth  avenue  tenements.” 

“Going  to  break  in?” 

“By  all  means.” 

“But  you  have  no  warrants.” 

“We  have  several  for  “John  Doe,”  which  answer  our 
purpose.” 

“They  will  do  to  cover  the  law.”  •  . 

“Divide  your  men.” 

The  captain  gave  his  men  instructions. 

Half  of  them  thereupon  hurried  around  into  Ninth  ave¬ 
nue,  ^nd  the  rest  went  with  the  Bradys  and  the  captain. 

Reaching  the  front  of  the  house  they  rang  for  admittance 
and  a  little,  old  Irish  woman  with  gray  hair  came  to  the 
door. 

She  had  on  a  lace  cap  and  a  pair  of  spectacles. 

Observing  who  her  callers  were  a  startled  look  flashed 
across  her  wrinkled  face,  and  she  recoiled. 

She  was  just  about  to  slam  the  door  in  their  faces  when 
Harry  thrust  his  foot  in  and  held  it. 

“What  do  yez  want  here?”  snapped  the  old  dame. 

“Are you  Mrs.  O’Brien?”  asked  Harry. 

“Sure  an’  I  am.” 

“Nelly’s  mother?” 

“  Av  coorse.” 

“Are  Cummings  and  his  men  here  ?” 

“Begorry,  I  don’t  know  thim.” 

“You  mean  you  do  know  them.” 

“Sure  an’  it’s  narthin  av  the  koind.” 

“Well,  old  lady,  we  are  coming  in  to  search  for  them. 
You  had  better  step  aside.  We  don’t  wish  to  have  any  trou¬ 
ble  with  you,  for  we  respect  your  gray  hair,  and - ” 

“Kape  out  av  here !”  yelled  the  old  woman,  fiercely. 

“No,  no!  And  we  have  no  time  to  waste  arguing  with 
you,  either.  Come  on,  officers.” 

She  was  pulled  aside. 

)  In  they  rushed,  and  they  heard  the  scramble  of  flying 
footsteps,  the  banging  of  windows,  and  Harry  cried : 

“They’re  escaping.” 

“Go  for  them!”  roared  the  captain. 

The  noise  was  at  the  rear  of  the  bouse. 

As  they  dashed  into  the  little  dining-room  they  saw 
several  men  leaping  out  the  windows  into  the  yard. 

Rushing  to  the  windows,  the  Bradys  leveled  their  pistols 
at  the  fugitives,  whom  they  recognized  at  a  glance  as  some 
of  Cummings’s  gang,  and  Harry  should  at  them : 

“Halt,  or  we  will  fire  !” 

The  five  men  paused. 

At  the  same  moment  the  policemen  who  had  gone  around 
into  Ninth  avenue  came  over  the  rear  fence. 

The  crooks  were  caught  between  two  fires,  and  a  feeling 
of  intense  despair  took  possession  of  them  when  they  ob¬ 
served  the  difficulty. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  STARTLING  DISCOVERY. 

Every  one  of  the  crooks  were  armed  and  desperate,  for 
they  knew  that  long  terms  in  prison  now  confronted  them. 

“Don't  surrender!”  one  of  them  gasped. 

The  rest  were  inspired  with  courage. 

They  made  a  sudden  rush  for  the  policemen  who  had 
come  over  the  fence,  and  several  pistol  shots  rang  out. 

In  a  moment  the  policemen  shot  back. 

The  captain  and  his  men  leaped  into  the  yard  and  all  the 
officers  closed  in  on  the  wire-tappers,  \  N 

A  furious  struggle  ensued. 

Overcome  by  sheer  force  of  numbers  the  entrapped  crooks 
finally  were  compelled  to  surrender. 

One  of  the  policemen  had  been  holding  Mrs.  O’Brien,  and 
the  Bradys  made  a  dash  through  the  house. 

“Cummings  and  one  of  the  gang  are  missing,”  said 
Harry. 

“They  may  be  in  one  of  the  other  rooms,”  Old  King 
Brady  answered.  “You  go  down  in  the  cellar  and  I’ll  go 
up-stairs.  Don’t  hesitate  to  use  your  gun.” 

They  separated. 

While  the  officers  were  making  prisoners  of  the  crooks  in 
the  yard,  Old  King  Brady  went  up-stairs. 

The  doors  of  several  bedrooms  stood  open. 

In  he  rushed,  hastily  searching  the  rooms. 

The  missing  men  were  not  there. 

One  of  the  doors  was  locked. 

He  thought  Cummings  might  be  in  the  room  and,  hurl¬ 
ing  himself  against  the  panels,  he  smashed  the  door  open 
and  plunged  inside. 

A  shriek  assailed  his  ears. 

It  was  the  voice  of  a  female. 

He  glanced  around  in  amazement.  i 

In  a  moment  his  glance  had  become  accustomed  to  the 
gloom  of  the  room,  and  he  saw  it  was  a  sleeping  apartment. 

Near  the  bureau  a  beautiful  young  girl  was  crouching 
back,  glaring  at  him  in  undisguised  terror. 

Old  King  Brady  stared  at  her  in  amazement. 

“Hello  !”  said  he.  “Are  you  one  of  the  gang,  too?” 

“Sir!  What  do  you  niiean?”  the  girl  demanded,  trem- 

ulouslv. 

«/ 

“Ain’t  you  one  of  Cummings’s  gang?” 

“I  am  not.” 

“Then  what  are  you  doing  here?” 

“I  am  held  here  against  my  will.” 

“A  prisoner?” 

“Yes.” 

“Whose  prisoner?” 

“Amos  Cummings’s,  of  course.” 

“The  deuce !” 

“I  thought  you  were  one  of  his  friends.” 

“You  erred.  I  am  his  bitterest  foe.” 

“ Indeed  !  And  who  are  you  ?” 

“A  Secret  Service  detective.” 


“Thank  heaven !  Then  1  can  escape  from  here?” 

“Of  course  you  can  if  you  are  a  prisoner.” 

“How  did  you  chance  to  come  here?” 

“We  are  raiding  this  house  to  capture  Cummings  and  his 
gang  of  wire-tappers.” 

“How  fortunate  for  me!” 

“It  is.  But,  say,  why  are  you  held  a  prisoner?” 

“  Amos  wanted  to  keep  me  out  of  his  way.  He  designed  to 
make  a  lot  of  money  out  of  my  disappearance.  That  man 
is  a  villain  and  I’m  going  to  have  him  arrested.” 

“How  long  have  you  been  confined  here?” 

“I  don’t  know  exactly,  but  I  think  it’s  fully  six  weeks.” 

“  Good  gracious !  And  did  the  old  woman  take  care  of 
you?”  N 

“Yes,  Cummings  paid  her  well  to  do  it.  She’s  a  wicked 
old  creature,  too,  and  the  mother  of  a  confidence  woman.” 

“We  know  all  about  her  and  Cummings.” 

“Then  you  know  into  what  dreadful  hands  I  have  fal¬ 
len.” 

“May  I  ask  your  name?” 

“It  is, Dora  Darrell.” 

“What!”  roared  Old  King  Brady,  in  amazement. 

“You  look  surprised.” 

“I  have  cause  to  be  amazed.” 

“About  me?” 

“Yes.” 

“For  what?” 

“I’ve  been  hunting  all  over  for  you  and  your  uncle  Rich¬ 
ard.  Someone  told  me  you  had  gone  to  Saratoga.” 

“Well,  I  never  reached  there.  On  the  day  I  started  to 
go  to  the  depot  my  cousin,  Amos  Cummings,  was  in  the 
cab - ”  • 

“Your  cousin,  eh?” 

“He  is  my  cousin.” 

“Well,  go  on.” 

“  Suddenly  Cummings  seized  me  by  the  throat  and  chlor¬ 
oformed  me.  He  then  took  me  here  and  I  was  kept  a  pris¬ 
oner.” 


“Why  did  he  attack  you?” 

“For  money.  He*declared  that  he  was  going  to  keep  me 
out  of  the  way,  so  I  could  not  inherit  my  Uncle  Richard's 
fortune,  to  which  I  was  heiress.” 

“I  see.  He  wanted  to  inherit  it?” 

“Exactly.  As  Uncle  Richard  had  no  relatives  but  Amos 
and  me  he  would  naturally  get  the  money  in  case  I  were 
dead,”  sai'd  the  girl.  “It  was  a  base  trick  to  play  on  me.” 

“Very.  And  how  about  your  uncle?” 

“I  fear  he  is  dead.” 

“Why  do  you?” 


“Because  Amos  told  me  lie  committed  suicide  with  a 
queer  little  revolver  I  o'liee  bought  of  a  Fourth  avenue  curio 
dealer.” 


incl  Lving  Brady  was  startled. 

Like  a  flash  thejruth  dawned  on  hiig  mind. 

“The  prisoner  in  the  old  Van  Veit  manor  must  have  be, 
Mr.  Darrell,”  he  thought.  “After  imprisoning  this  gir 
Cummings  must  have  abducted  his  untile  and  driven  him  t 
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suicide,  so  he  could  get  the  old  man’s  fortune.  Dll  test  this 
theory  in  a  moment.” 

V 

He  drew  a  newspaper  clipping  from  his  pocket. 

It  was  the  account  of  the  man  found  in  the  river,  together 
with  a  photograph  of  the  unfortunate. 

Showing  the  picture  to  the  girl,  Old  King  Brady  asked 
her: 

“Is  that  your  uncle’s  picture?” 

“It  is,  but  his  beard  is  eut  off.” 

K «  • 

“  Are  you  sure  ?”  t 
\%  “Positive.”' 

“Then  read  the  appended  article  and  learn  his  fate.” 

•  The  girl  complied. 

When  she  finished  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes. 

“It’s  a  fact  that  he  is  dead,”  she  said,  sadly. 

“Yes.  Cummings  forced  him  to  commit  suicide.  The 
paper  I  saw  him  trying  to  make  the  man  sign  was  doubtless 
a  new  will,  leaving  everything  to  Cummings.” 

“Just  my  opinion,  sir.” 

“Now  I  can  understand  why  Cummings  had  Mr.  Darrell’s 

jewelry  and  your  little  revolver.  Moreover,  it  is  quite  evi- 

* 

dent  how  he  happened  to  know  so  much  about  you.” 

“Can’t  you  punish  him  fo*r  his  villainy?” 

“We  intend  to.  For  the  present  we  have  baffled  his  scheme 
to  swindle  you  out  of  your  inheritance.” 

“He  can’t  get  Uncle  Richard’s  money  while  I’m  alive,  for 
I’m  my  uncle’s  adopted  daughter,  and  Amos  was  totally 
disinherited  because  he  had  such  a  bad  character.” 

“I  see.  You’d  better  call  on  the  surrogate.” 

“So  I  shall.”  .  ,  A  , 

“Reclaim  your  uncle’s  remains  from  Potter’s  Field.” 

I  “I  will.” 

“And  see  your  uncle’s  lawyer.” 

“You  can  depend  upon  that.” 

“Was  Cummings  in  here  to-day?”  - 

“Yes,  with  one  of  his  men.  A  few  moments  before  you 
came  in  I  heard  him  cry  ‘Cops.  Come  over  the  roof !’  Then 
^  he  and  his  companion  rushed  up  in  the  attic.” 

Just  then  Harry. joined  them. 

Old  King  Brady  explained  all  he  had  learned. 

The  boy  was  amazed.  • 

He  then  went  up  to  the  roof  and  found  the  scuttle  open. 

Harrv  saw  that  the  two  villains  must  have  made  their 
way  to  the  roof  of  the  adjoining  building  and  thence  got 
down  to  the  street. 

At  any  rate,  they  were  gone. 

He  thereupon  went  back  to  Old  King  Brady  and  the 
girl,  and  they  had  a  talk  with  the  police  captain. 

After  that  the  detectives  departed  with  the  girl,  in  order 
to  see  that  she  got  safely  home. 


CHAPTER  XVIIT. 

CONCLUSION. 


The  Bradys  remained  with  Dora  Darrell  until  she  con¬ 
ferred  with  her  uncle’s  lawyer,  saw  the  surrogate  and  went 
to  the  Morgue. 

Here  she  identified  the  dead  man’s  clothes  and  photo¬ 
graph,  and  ordered  the  body  exhumed  and  sent  to  the  fam¬ 
ily  plot. 

Amos  Cummings  and  the  man  Ben  Gold  were  still  at 
large,  and  had  with  them  the  stocks  and  bonds  they  bought 
of  Wexel  &  Co.,  and  Dora  had  identified  the  jewelry  Moses 
Levy  had  in  his  pawn  shop  as  some  that  belonged  to  Rich¬ 
ard  Darrell. 

The  inference  was  that  Darrell  had  been  abducted  and 
imprisoned,  as  the  girl  was,  and  that  Cummings  had  then 
robbed  him  of  his  jewelry  and  pawned  it. 

When  the  girl’s  affairs  were  properly  settled  the  detec¬ 
tives  proceeded  to  her  house  with  her. 

“Won’t  you  find  a  way  for  me  to  get  in?”  she  asked,  as 
she  reached  the  dwelling.  “My  key  to  the  basement  door 
is  lost  and  I  can’t  enter  without  it.” 

Old  King  Brady  glanced  down  in  the  area. 

“Why,”  he  exclaimed,  “the  basement  door  is  open!” 

“Open?”  she  gasped. 

“Had  anyone  the  privilege  of  entering?” 

“Not  a  soul.” 

“Perhaps  thieves  are  at  work  here.” 

“Oh,  mercy !  I’m  afraid  to  go  in,  then.” 

“You  needn’t,  until  we  enter  first  and  see  if  the  house  is 
safe,”  said  Harry.  “Wait  here.” 

They  passed  into  the  hall  and  drew  their  pistols. 

“Keep  your  lantern  handy.  It’s  dark  in  here,”  said  Old 
King  Brady. 

The  boy  ignited  the  lantern.  They  then  crept  into  the 
hall  and  passed  through  the  billiard  room  and  kitchen. 

No  one  was  found. 

On  the  parlor  floor  there  was  the  same  result. 

But  when  they  reached  the  bedrooms  they  heard  a  loud, 
splitting  crash,  and  peered  through  an  open  door. 

Two  men  were  in  the  room. 

They  were  breaking  open  a  desk. 

“It’s  Cummings  and  Gold!”  whispered  Harry. 

“I’ll  cover  them  and  you  flash  your  light  in.” 

“Go  ahead ;  I’m  ready  !” 

Flinging  open  the  door,  Old  King  Brady  dashed  into  the 
room  and  leveled  his  pistol  at  the  crooks. 

Hearing  the  detectives  coming  the  guilty  pair  glanced 
swiftly  around,  and  the  dazzling  light  of  Harry’s  lantern 
flashed  into  their  eyes. 

But  they  saw  the  Brad}^. 

With  cries  of  dismay  they  recoiled. 

“Caught  !”  gasped  Cummings,  in  tones  of  horror. 

“Up  with  your  hands  !”  thundered  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  won’t  surrender  !”  hissed  the  villain. 

“Then  take  the  consequence !” 

Cummings  was  pulling  out  his  pistol  when  the  old  de¬ 
tective  discharged  his  revolver. 

The  bullet  struck  the  villain  in  the  right  shoulder  and 
his  hand  fell,  stunned,  at  his  side. 

“Oh  1”  he  groaned. 


.  The  policemen  and  the  five  prisoners  were  driven  away 
in  the  patrol  wagon,  leaving  oW  Mrs.  O’Brien  in  her  cot¬ 
tage. 

■■  - 
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“Will  you  give  in,  or  must  I  kill  you?" 

“Ell  quit!"  gasped  Cummings. 

“And  I,  too,"  yelled  Gold,  raising  his  hands. 

“  Harry,  link  them  together  with  the  bracelets." 

The  boy  complied,  and  asked  Cummings: 

“What  were  you  breaking  into  this  desk  for?" 

“As  the  jig  is  up  I  may  as  well  confess:  1  was  after 
some  private  papers  which  are  in  the  desk." 

“You  mean  Mr.  Darrell's  will  in  favor  of  Dora,  don't 
you?  And  you  wanted  to  destroy  it,  didn't  3am ?" 

The  startled,  guilty  look  he  gave  them  convinced  the 
officers  that  Harry  had  divined  the  truth. 

They  took  the  men  out  and  Do. a  went  in. 

The  villains  were  locked  up. 

And  that  was  the  last  of  the  wire-tapping  gang. 

When  they  were  put  on  trial  the  gang  were  sentenced 
to  long  terms  and  were  sent  away  to  prison. 

Cummings  broke  down  in  court  when  confronted  with 
the  evidence  of  his  criminality  and  admitted  that  he  had 


schemed  to  put  Dora  and  his  uncle  out  of  the  way  to  secure 
the  big  fortune  of  Mr.  Darrell. 

With  no  chance  to  convict  him  of  murder,  the  detectives 
saw  that  he  went  to  Sing  Sing  for  twenty  years,  for  the 
despicable  and  criminal  part  he  played. 

It  is  safe  to  say  that  the  Western  Union,  the  bankers  and 
the  brokers  were  glad  enough  to  learn  that  the  gang  had 
been  disposed  of. 

The  astute  Bradys  were  well  rewarded  and  highly  praised 
for.  their  clever  work.  % 

Our  readers  shall  hear  of  them  again  in  another  record  *. 
bf  their  work  to  follow  this,  so  we  shall  only  part  with  the 
brave  fellows  for  a  short  time.  • 

THE  END. 


Read  “THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  TYPEWRITER; 
OR,  THE  OFFICE  BOY’S  SECRET,"  which  will  be  the 
next  number  (155)  of  “Secret  Service." 
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.  ^  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

109  Old  Disaster ;  or,  The  Perils  of  the  Pioneers,  by  an  Old  Scout 

110  The  Haunted  Mansion.  A  tale  of  Mystery,  by  Allyn  Draper 

111  No.  6 ;  or.  The  Young  Firemen  of  Carbondale, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

112  Deserted ;  or.  Thrilling  Adventures  in  the  Frozen  North, 

by  Howard  Austin 

113  A  Glass  of  Wine ;  or,  Ruined  by  a  Social  Club,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

114  The  Three  Doors;  or.  Half  a  Million  in  Gold,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 
"115  The  Deep  Sea  Treasure  ;  or,  Adventures  Afloat  and  Ashore, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

116  Mustang  Matt,  The  Prince  of  Cowboys,  by  an  Old  Scout 

117  The  Wild  Bull  of  Kerry ;  or,  A  Battle  for  Life,  by  Allyn  Draper 

118  The  Scarlet  Shroud  ;  or,  The  Fate  of  the  Five,  by  Howard  Austin 

119  Brake  and  Throttle ;  or,  A  Boy  Engineer’s  Luck, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

120  Two  Old  Coins ;  or,  Found  in  tl^e  Elephant  Cave, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

121  The  Boy  Courier  of  Siberia ;  or,  The  League  of  the  Russian 

Prison  Mines,  by  Allan  Arnold 

322  The  Secret  of  Page  99  ;  or,  An  Old  Book  Cover,  by  Allyn  Draper 
123.  Resolute  No.  10  ;  or,  The  Boy  Fire  Company  of  Fulton, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

124  The  P.oy  Scouts  of  the  Susquehanna ;  or,  The  Young  Heroes 

of  the  Wyoming  Valley,  by  an  Old  Scout 

125  The  Boy  Banker ;  or,  From  a  Cent  to  a  Million, 

by  H.  K.  Shackleford 

126  Shore  Line  Sam,  the  Young  Southern  Engineer ;  or,  Rail¬ 

roading  in  War  Times,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

127  On  the  Brink  ;  or,  The  Perils  of  Social  Drinking,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

128  The  13th  of  October,  1863,  by  Allyn  Draper 

129  Through  an  Unknown  Land ;  or,  The  Boy  Canoeist  of  the 

Quanza,  by  Allan  Arnold 

130  The  Blue  Door.  A  Romance  of  Mystery, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

131  Running  With  No.  6 ;  or,  The  Boy  Firemen  of  Franklin, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

132  Little  Red  Cloud,  The  Boy  Indian  Chief,  by  an  Old  Scout 

133  Safety-Valve  Steve  ;  or,  The  Boy  Engineer  of  the  R.  H.  & 

W.,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

134  The  Drunkard’s  Victim,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

135  Abandoned ;  or,  The  Wolf  Man  of  the  Island, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

136  The  Two  Schools  at  Oakdale ;  or,  The  Rival  Students  of 

.  Corrina  Lake,  by  Allyn  Draper 

337  The  Farmer’s  Son;  or,  A  Young  Clerk’s  Downfall.  A  Story 

of  Country  and  City  Life,  by  Howard  Austin 

138  The  Old  Stone  Jug;  or.  Wine,  Cards  and  Ruin,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

139  Jack  Wright  and  His  Deep  Sea  Monitor ;  or,  Searching  for  a 

Ton  of  Gold,  by  “Noname” 

140  The  Richest  Boy  in  the  World ;  or,  The  Wonderful  Adven¬ 

tures  of  a  Young  American,  by  Allyn  Draper 

141  The  Haunted  Lake.  A  Strange  Story,  by  Allyn  Draper 

142  In  the  Frozen  North  ;  or,  Ten  Years  in  the  Ice,  by  Howard  Austin 

143  Around  the  World  on  a  Bicycle.  A  Story  of  Adventures  in* 

Many  Lands.  "  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

144  Young  Captain  Rock  ;  or.  The  First  of  the  White  Boys, 

by  Allyn  Draper 

145  A  Sheet  of  Blotting  Paper  ;  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Young 

Inventor,  by  Richard  R.  IVIont^omery 


146  The  Diamond  Island  ;  or,  Astray  in  a  Balloon,  by  Allan  Arnold 

147  In  the  Saddle  from  New  York  to  San  Francisco,"  by  Allyn  Draper 

148  The  Haunted  Mill  on  the  Marsh,  by  Howard  Austin 

149  The  Young  Crusader.  A  True  Temperance  Story,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

150  The  Island  of  Fire ;  or,  The  Fate  of  a  Missing  Ship, 

by  Allan  Arnold 

151  The  Witch  Hunter’s  Ward ;  or,  The  Hunted  Orphans  of  Salem, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

152  The  Castaway’s  Kingdom  ;  or,  A  Yankee  Sailor  Boy’s  Pluck, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

153  Worth  a  Million;  or,  A  Boy’s  Fight  for  Justice,  by  Allyn  Draper 

154  The  Drunkard's  Warning ;  or,  The  Fruits  of  the  Wine  Cup, 

by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

155  The  Black  Diver ;  or,  Dick  Sherman  in  the  Gulf,  by  Allan  Arnold 

156  The  Haunted  Belfry  ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  Old  Church 

Tower,  by  Howard  Austin 

157  The  House  with  Three  Windows,  by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

158  Three  Old  Men  of  the  Sea ;  or,  The  Boys  of  Grey 

Rock  Beach,  by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

159  3,000  Years  Old  ;  or,  The  Lost  Gold  Mine  of  the  Hatchepee 

Hills,  •  by  Allyn  Draper 

160  Lost  in  the  Ice,  by  Howard  Austin 

161  The/Yellow  Diamond;  or,  Groping  in  the  Dark, 

by  Jas.  O*  Merritt 

162  The  Land  of  Gold  ;  or,  Yankee  Jack’s  Adventures  in  Early 

Australia,  by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

163  On  the  Plains  with  Buffalo  Bill ;  or,  Two  Years  in  the  Wild 

West,  by  An  Old  Scout 

164  The  Cavern  of  Fire  ;  or,  The  Thrilling  Adventures  of  Professor 

Hardcastle  and  Jack  Merton,  by  Allyn  Draper 

165  Water-Logged  ;  or,  Lost  in  the  Sea  of  Grass, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

166  Jack  Wright,  the  Boy  Inventor;  or,  Exploring  Central  Asia 

in  His  Magnetic  “Hurricane,”  by  “Noname” 

167  Lot  77  ;  or,  Sold  to  the  Highest  Bidder, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

168  The  Boy  Canoeist ;  or,  Over  1,000  Miles  in  a  Canoe, 

-  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

169  Captain  Kidd,  Jr. ;  or,  The  Treasure  Hunters  of  Long 

Island,  by  Allan  Arnold 

170  The  Red  Leather  Bag.  A  Weird  Story  of  Land  and  Sea, 

by  Howard  Austin 

171  “The  Lone  Star”  ;  or,  The  Masked  Riders  of  Texas.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

172  A  New  York  Boy  out  With  Stanley  ;  or,  A  Journey  Through  Africa. 

By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

173  Afloat  With  Captain  Nemo ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Whirlpool  Island, 

By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

174  Two  Boys’  Trip  to  an  Unknown  Planet.  By  Richard  R.  Mont¬ 

gomery. 

175  The  Two  Diamonds ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  South  African  Mines. 

By  Howard  Austin. 

176  Joe.  the  Gymnast ;  or,  Three  Years  Among  the  Japs.  By  Allan 

Arnold. 

177  Jack  Hawthorne,  of  No  Man’s  Land ;  or,  An  Uncrowned  King. 

By  “Noname.” 

178  Gun-Boat  Dick  ;  or,  Death  Before  Dishonor.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

179  A  Wizard  of  Wall  Street;  or,  The  Career  of  Henry  Carew,  Boy 

Banker,  by  H.  K.  Shackleford 

180  Fifty  Riders  in  Black ;  or,  The  Ravens  of  Raven  Forest.  By 

Howard  Austin.  . 

181  The  Boy  Rifle  Rangers;  or,  Kit  Carson’s  Three  Young  Scouts. 

By  an  Old  Scout. 

182  Where?  or,  Washed  into  an  Unknown  World.  By  “Noname.” 

183  Fred  Fearnaught,  the  Boy  Commander ;  or,  The  Wolves  of  the 

Sea.  By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

184  From  Cowboy  to  Congressman  ;  or,  The  Rise  of  a  Young  Ranch¬ 

man.  By  H.  K.  Shackleford. 

185  Sam  Spark,  the  Brave  Young  Fireman ;  or,  Always  the  First 

on  Hand.  By  Ex-Fire  Chief  Warden. 

186  The  Poorest  Boy  in  New  York,  and  How  He  Became  Rich.  By 

N  S.  Wood,  the  Young  American  Actor. 

187  Jack  Wright,  the  Boy  Inventor;  or,  Hunting  for  a  Sunken  Treasure, 

by  “Noname" 

188  On  Time;  or.  The  Young  Engineer  Rivals.  An  Exciting  Story  of 

Railroading  in  the  Northwest.  by  Jas.  G.  Merritt 
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WORK  AND  WIN. 

'Pile  Best  NVeeKly  ^Published. 

ALL  THE  NUMBERS  ARE  ALWAYS  IN  PRINT. 
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LATEST  ISSUES: 

64  Fred  Fearnot  in  Johannesburg;  or.  The  Terrible  Ride  to 

Kimberley. 

65  Fred  Fearnot  in  Kaffir-land;  or,  Hunting  for  the  Lost  Diamond. 

66  Fred  Fearnot’s  Lariat;  or,  How  He  Caught  His  Man. 

67  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  West  Show;  or.  The  Biggest  Thing  on 

Earth. 

68  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Tour;  or,  Managing  an  Opera  Queen. 

69  Fred  Fearnot’s  Minstrels;  or,  Terry’s  Great  Hit  as  an  End  Man. 

70  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Duke;  or,  Baffling  a  Fortune  Hunter. 

71  Fred  Fearnot’s  Day;  or,  The  Great  Reunion  at  Avon. 

72  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  South;  or.  Out  With  Old  Bill  Bland. 

73  Fred  Fearnot’s  Museum;  or,  Backing  Knowledge  with  Fun. 

74  Fred  Fearnot’s  Athletic  School;  or,  Making  Brain  and  Brawn. 

75  Fred  Fearnot  Mystified;  or,  The  Disappearance  of  Terry  Olcott. 

76  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Governor;  or.  Working  Hard  to  Save  a 

Life. 

77  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mistake;  or,  Up  Against  His  Match. 

78  Fred  Fearnot  in  Texas;  or,  Terry’s  I.I^n  from  Abilene. 

79  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  Sheriff;  or.  Breaking  Up  a  Desperate  Gang. 

80  Fred  Fearnot  Baffled;  or,  Outwitted  by  a  Woman. 

81  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wit;  or,  How  It  Saved  His  Life. 

82  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Prize;  or,  Working  Hard  to  Win. 

83  Fred  Fearnot  at  Bay;  or,  His  Great  Fight  for  Life. 

84  Fred  Fearnot’s  Disguise;  or,  Following  a  Strange  Clew. 

85  Fred  Fearnot’s  Moose  Hunt;  or.  Adventures  in  the  Maine  Woods. 

86  Fred  Fearnot’s  Oratory;  or,  Fun  at  the  Girls’  High  School. 

87  Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Heart;  or.  Giving  the  Poor  a  Chance.  • 

88  Fred  Fearnot  Accused;  or,  Tricked  by  a  Villain. 

89  Fred  Fearnot’s  Pluck;  or,  Winning  Against  Odds. 

90  Fred  Fearnot’s  Deadly  Peril;  or,  His  Narrow  Escape  from  Ruin. 

91  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  Ride;  or,  Saving  Dick  Duncan’s  Life. 

92  Fred  Fearnot’s  Long  Chase;  or,  Trailing  a  Cunning  Villain. 

93  Fred  Fearnot’s  Last  Shot.,  and  How  It  Saved  a  Life. 

94  Fred  Fearncl’s  Common  Sense;  or,  The  Best  Way  Out  of 

Trouble. 

95  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Find;  or,  Saving  Terry  Olcott’s  Fortune. 

96  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Sultan;  or,  Adventures  on  the  Island  of 

Sulu. 

97  Fred  Fearnot’s  Silvery  Tongue;  or,  Winning  an  Angry  Mob. 

98  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strategy;  or,  Outwitting  a  Troublesome  Couple. 

99  Fred  Fearnot’s  Little  Joke;  or,  Worrying  Dick  and  Terry. 

100  Fred  Fearnot’s  Muscle;  or,  Holding  His  Own  Against  Odds. 

101  Fred  Fearnot  on  Hand;  or,  Showing  Up  at  the  Right  Time. 

102  Fred  Fearnot’s  Puzzle;  or,  Worrying  the  Bunco  Steerers. 

103  Fred  Fearnot  and  Evelyn;  or,  The  Infatuated  Rival. 

104  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wager;  or.  Downing  a  Brutal  Sport. 

105  Fred  Fearnot  at  St.  Simon’s;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Georgia 

Island. 

106  Fred  Fearnot  Deceived;  or,  After  the  Wrong  Man. 

107  Fred  Fearnot’s  Charity;  or.  Teaching  Others  a  Lesson. 

108  Fred  Fearnot  as  “The  Judge’’;  or,  Heading  Off  the  Lynchers. 

109  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Clown;  or,  Saving  the  Old  Man’s  Place. 

110  Fred  Fearnot’s  Fine  Work;  or.  Up  Against  a  Crank. 

111  Fred  Fearnot’s  Bad  Break;  or,  What  Happened  to  Jones. 

112  Fred  Fearnot’s  Round  Up;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on  the  Ranche. 

113  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Giant;  or,  A  Hot  Time  in  Cheyenne. 

114  Fred  Fearnot’s  Cool  Nerve;  or.  Giving  It  Straight  to  the  Boys. 

115  Fred  Fearnot’s  Way;  or,  Doing  Up  a  Sharper. 

116  Fred  Fearnot  in  a  Fix;  or,  The  Blackmailer’s  Game. 


117  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Broncho  Buster”;  or,  A  Great  Time  in  the 

Wild  West. 

118  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Mascot;  or,  Evelyn’s  Fearless  Ride. 

119  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strong  Arm;  or,  The  Bad  Man  of  Arizona. 

120  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Tenderfoot”;  or.  Having  Fun  with  the  Cow¬ 

boys. 

121  Fred  Fearnot  Captured;  or.  In  the  Hands  of  His  Enemies. 

122  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Banker;  or,  A  Schemer’s  Trap  to  Ruin 

Him. 

123  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Feat;  or,  Winning  a  Fortune  on  Skates. 

124  Fred  Fearnot’s  Iron  Will;  or,  Standing  Up  for  the  Right. 

125  Fred  Fearnot  Cornered;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Widow. 

126  Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Scheme;  or,  Ten  Days  in  an  Insane 

Asylum. 

127  Fred  Fearnot’s  Honor;  or,  Backing  Up  His  Word. 

128  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Lawyer;  or,  Young  Billy  Dedham’s  Case. 

129  Fred  Fearnot  at  West  Point;  or.  Having  Fun  with  the  Hazers. 

130  Fred  Fearnot’s  Secret  Society;  or,  The  Knights  of  the  Black 

Ring. 

131  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Gambler;  or,  The  Trouble  on  the  Lake 

Front. 

132  Fred  Fearnot’s  Challenge;  or.  King  of  the  Diamond  Field. 

133  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Game;  or,  The  Hard  Work  That  Won. 

134  Fred  Fearnot  in  Atlanta;  or,  The  Black  Fiend  of  Darktown. 

135  Fred  Fearnot’s  Open  Hand;  or,  How  He  Helped  a  Friend. 

136  Fred  Fearnot  in  Debate;  or,  The  Warmest  Member  of  the  House. 

137  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Plea;  or,  His  Defense  of  the  “Moneyless 

Man.” 

138  Fred  Fearnot  at  Princeton;  or.  The  Battle  of  the  Champions: 

139  Fred  Fearnot’s  Circus;  or,  A  High  Old  Time  at  New  Era. 

140  Fred  Fearnot’s  Camp  Hunt;  or,  The  White  Deer  of  the  Adiron- 

dacks. 

141  Fred  Fearnot  amd  His  Guide;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mountain. 

142  Fred  Fearnot’s  County  Fair;  or,  The  Battle  of  the  Fakirs. 

143  Fred  Fearnot  a  Prisoner;  or.  Captured  at  Avon. 

144  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Senator;  or,  Breaking  up  a  Scheme. 

145  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Baron;  or,  Calling  Down  a  Nobleman. 

146  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Brokers;  or,  Ten  Days  in  Wall  Street. 

147  Fred  Fearnot’s  Little  Scrap;  or,  The  Fellow  Who  Wouldn’t  Stay 

Whipped. 

148  Fred  Fearnot’s  Greatest  Danger;  or,  Ten  Days  with  the  Moon¬ 

shiners. 

149  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Kidnappers;  or,  Trailing  a  Stolen  Child. 

150  Fred  Fearnot’s  Quick  Work;  or,  The  Hold  Up  at  Eagle  Pass. 

151  Fred  Fearnot  at  Silver  Gulch;  or,  Defying  a  Ring. 

152  Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Border;  or,  Punishing  the  Mexican  Horse 

Stealers. 

153  Fred  Fearnot’s  Charmed  Life;  or,  Running  the  Gauntlet. 

154  Fred  Fearnot  Lost;  or,  Missing  for  Thirty  Days. 

155  Fred  Fearnot’s  Rescue;  or,  the  Mexican  Pocahontas. 

156  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “White  Caps”;  or,  A  Queer  Turning  of 

the  Tables. 

157  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Medium;  or.  Having  Fun  with  the 

“Spirits.” 

158  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Mean  Man’’;  or,  The  Worst  He  Ever 

Struck. 

159  Fred  Fearnot’s  Gratitude;  or,  Racking  Up  a  Plucky  Boy. 

160  Fred  Fearnot  Fined;  or,  The  Judge’s  Mistake. 

161  Fred  Fearnot’s  Comic  Opera;  or.  The  Fun  That  Raised  the 
,  Funds. 
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l~  ^}lF  l^JYS  0F  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER  — 
'Uv'iru"j  ^orrinent  of  stump  speeches,  Negro.  Dutch 

minstrel;  GUIDE 


:no.  .L.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.  -Con  fc  . 

Llustra  i  iod8,  giving  the  different  positions  requ  sr®  to  leco. 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gerae  fra 
the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  me.' 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  4P.  it.)  DEBATE.' — Giving  rules  for  conducting  v 
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THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  vORI\ 

.  T  i1’  E  iSri  ^  ometlung  new  and  verv  instructive  Fverv 

taA  &  - 

'  s  JOKES.— This  is  one  of  the  most  original 

-  e'er  p  i  Iisbed,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor  It 
er  ,r  .  co! Section  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.  of 

Everv  ‘  v-  '  a'  ri-’  humori®t  and  practical  joker  of 
-  V T  4Vo.:,a  f  '1J0-V  a  S00J  su*)-tan:  ial  joke  should 
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/  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  but 


i  *  -  1  1  *  • 

sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  question-  given 


...  ,  Kdote*  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowuetf  ami 

-•ve  u!ar  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  faees  °  h^dsome 
coloroo  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author 


housekeeping* 

■fulCi"  d Z  fT?  '  EEP  \  wmopw.  GARDEN.— Containing 

oo^-rv  S  rZ  ^TUCtmg  a,window  garden  either  in  town 
UV  hThT  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 

iishec  h  Th  m0st  coraPlete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 

^  u  ;  eiv. — One  of  the  most  instructive  hooks 

cri.  f  \er  pl  ,ii!?bed.  It  conta  ns  recipes  for  "cookin^  meats 

pastrf  andaa  CTmid^corien/-0  pifS*  p?ddil?gs’  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
1  a  ”rau(-  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

K0W  ?9  KEEP  HOUSE.— It  contains  information  for 
!  '  flrls,  men  and  women;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 

*ak?  allnost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments 
s  nents’  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds’. 


ELECTRICAL, 

,„r  -  ■  /?PW  T9  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de- 
*  ,Q  °:  ha  ^onderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  • 
cogeri,.'!-  V  I *  h  Kill  instructions  for  making  Electric  Tovs,  Batteries’ 

Justrarions  26  Trebe1’  A*  M‘  D*  Containing  over  fifty  it 

.  »  ^  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con- 
;.'V  lUji  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
i  £?l!A  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  bv  electricity 
oy  .  R.  Bennett.  Fullv  illustrated  lcy' 

.N°-  ‘Vf  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
,  ’  .  0  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks 

togeti:  r  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson.  .  ’ 


SOCIETY. 

,  ]  O  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  an 
X  l  aiat(J.  ’'7  rkls  bttle  book.  B-  -ides  the  various  methods  o 
'  '  ''n  'V-  g!°V(y  J>arasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con 
■  a  till]  list  oJ  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  • 
Hut'iestmg  ro  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happ^ 
Without  one. 

'  ’  •T' !  P^NCG  is  ;  he  tide  of  a  new  and  handsom. 
-b  ?u  JUSJ  lsaiJed  Krank  lousey.  It  contains  full  instrur 
t£9Vhe  art  jf*dt?,nSI.n,r-  tM!0uefre  in  the  ballroom  and  at*  nartier , 
V;)r  .;  'ireSS’  an<1  ru  directl0Ds  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squat 

,  ']  p  and  marnage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquet! 
eraily  krmwn^  Wlth  many  cunous  and  interesting  things  not  gee 

IS  IE  HV  T0  CRESS.— Containing  full  instruction  in  tt 
??  ®f.  Messing  and  appearing  well  at  hoi  and  abroad,  ,-iving 
aele^ons  material  and  how  to  hi.v  - aem  made  m>.  * 

No  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  th 
ut.:  es  an<  most,  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  wor  * 
^eXb0dTiT,SheS  !°.  ka?'v  !loxv  K-ome  1  p a u fi f ah  ]  ot h  m a le °a n . 

and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 


ENTERTAINIVIEIMT. 

H9kW  T0  REC0ME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  Bv  Harry 
Phe,secr?t  gIYeu  away*.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
thus  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  mulri- 

*'  }’  7-’ 1 ! h  his  wonderful  im  tations),  can  master  the 

*rt,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
ITeatesr  took  ever  published,  and  there's  millions  (of  fun)  in  it 
[  No.  d  .  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY —A 
*ery  valuable  little  hook  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
games,  sports,  card  diversions, _  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 


„  „  B?RDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

istrated  an€ 

canai.  mockmgbird,  bobolink.  I' lack  bird,  paroquet  parrot 

Sited  mstruc:ive  book-  H^dsomel,  fflt*. 

H0  V  T0  ,A  AKEAND  SET  ’•  t APS. — Including  hi-  v- 
on  how  to  card,  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  bird  v 

Keen p10 W  t0  CUrG  Skms‘  C°Tious,y  illustrated.  By  J  Harringt«5 

.j^0:50/  HOW  TO  STI  FF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  val*. 
a  lie  ook,  gi'ing  instructions  in  co  e*  mg,  preparing,  mountii- 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects/ 

A°'-  94'  H9-W  T0  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  cosit 

P  *  .e  information  as  to  the  manm  ■  and  me  hod  of  raising,  keep.u: 

ramg  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets:  also  giving  fcp. 
mstrucrions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  bv  twente- 
eight  il lustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  k'.  {’ ' 
ever  published. 


jf 


It  contaius  more  for  the 


•  A  J  ’  VLOIVIIC,  -UlUi1 

r’~  or  drawing-room  entertainment 

than  any  book  published. 

|rN;"'  '  Vri'V  r  ■  >  PL/.  Y  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
30 ok,.  <  img  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle 
^  in  n.  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

|Np.  m.  now  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 

cne  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,,  curious  catches 

and  w  *ty  payings. 

N*°-  V  rp  AY  CARDS.— A  complete  and  handv  little 

'0  :,.r  v  g  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  plaving  Euchre  Crib 
.  :  :f-  Forty-five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker 

^ocrior;  i  ,'<  h.  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  carrW 

*•  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  5ver  three  hun- 

ring  puzzles  and  conundrums  wu'th  kev  to  sump  a 
■eg.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 


I« 


i  4 rp 
gom 


ETIQUETTE. 

W  TO  DO  IT ;  OR.  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 

•  tat  -  very  young  man  desires  to  know 

‘*'AV  TO  BEHAA'E. — Containing  the  rules  and  eti- 
-luciety  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
-  >  good  vantage  a  parties,  balls,  tin  theatre,  church 


.T  „  „  MISC  LLANEOUS. 

strnrtiTC  fSF  H  BECOMH  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  ir 
-  k'  Rlvln.s  a  complete  truatise  on  chemistry:  also  »» 
Si>eSfn,2  fH  aco,“t'«'..  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry.  u.t 

ThisCScfanno“abkeme?na!o70rkS'  C°'°r&>  firCB  ai,d 

m,ki°;-tltW  TP  MiK?  CANDY.— A  complete  handbook  tm 
making  all  kinds  o  candy,  ice  cream,  syrups,  es  nees  ,  <•,*  ,  ^ 

No.  10.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UXlTFb  ST  VHG  l)KTAvnn> 
TABLES.  POCK ET  COMPANION  AND1 GO TnE.-Givin- 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  Uni  ed  States8  / 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports  haoC 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census?  etc.?  e?c  maffi 
lf-  .°ne  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOC’R  OWN  DOCTOR _ \  W0,. 

derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  *in 
^eatmoiu  of  oromary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  evf'r 
rSn£.  Aboundmg  m  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  cov.. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS _ (W* 

taming  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arrangh? 
oi  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated 
No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE?  Bv  Old  Kin-  Br*  ^ 
the  world-known  detective^  In  which  he  'lavs  down  some  valuv  '  ' 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  ndventu^ 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 


DECLAMATION. 

'OW  O  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 


*  '  ■  •  -k  r  t  IViy  .'i  1/1  i  J'/ili*. 

’  ;  ■  *L  f  tf'r’  '  popular  (election  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
rh  d  al“f  t,  Yankee,  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 

rofirliaeH. 


HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MlLTTAm 
CAD)'. .  .—Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  hniu?,  '^' 

C,l3  ’KP-  E':aiainations,  Duties.  Staff  of  P#^. 

Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department  end  -11  n  ZiZZ 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  V  1  ,  5’  a  1  oy  sba.Vl  • 
of  “How  to  Become  a  N’ovnl  Cadet  ”  J  U  *Sena^»s,  auttahy 


No.  *v> 
struetions 
Academy. 


(W.  HOW  TO  HE-  -O.ME  A  NAVAL  CA  DET.-Comp)Pt«  Ir. 

of  how  to  frum  n/lrniL'cmr.  4  *  *  i.  a 


Also  containing  the  course 


of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everythin^ f  ptiS 
should  know  to  bepome  an  < 

\ \T  Aflk  T)y\  i  rt  f  \/f 'liifc  M..  Cl  —  .1  .  i.  9  9 


West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 

/  PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS, 
ddress  FFANK  TOUSEV,  PublMier.  Umlnn  Saw*-  **  an 


SECRET  SERVICE 

OLD  AND  YOUNG  KING  BRADY,  DETECTIVES. 

PRICE  5  CTS.  32  PAGES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 
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LATEST  ISSUES: 

Bradys  in  Chicago;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Lake  Front. 
Bradys’  Great  Mistake  ;  or, 


The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The  Bradys’ 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
Marked  ‘ 
The  Bradys’ 
The  Bradys’ 
The  Bradys’ 
The  Man  in 


Shadowing  the  Wrong  Man. 


Bradys  and  the  Mail  Mystery  ;  or.  Working  for  the  Government 
Bradys  Down  South  ;  or.  The  Great  Plantation  Mystery. 
House  in  the  Swamp;  or,  The  Bradys’  Keenest  Work. 
Knock-out-Drops  Gang ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Risky  Venture. 
Bradys’  Close  Shave;  or,  Into  the  Jaws  ot  Death. 

'  ‘  Star  Case  ;  or.  Working  for  Love  and  Glory, 

in  'Frisco  ;  or,  A  Three  Thousand  Mile  Hunt, 
and  the  Express  Thieves ;  or,  Tracing  the  Package 
‘Paid.” 

Hot  Chase  ;  or,  After  the  Horse  Stealers. 

Great  W’ager  ;  or.  The  Queen  of  Little 
Double  Net ;  or. 
the  Steel  Mask 


92 


and  the  Spy  ;  or,  Working  Against  the  Police  Depart- 


Monte  Carlo. 
Catching  the  Keenest  of  Criminals. 

;  or,  The  Bradys’  Work  for  a  Great 


Fortune. 
The  Bradys 


and  the  Black  Trunk  ;  or,  Working  a  Silent  Clew. 

Going  It  Blind;  or,  The  Bradys’  Good  Luck. 

The  Bradys  Balked ;  or,  Working  up  Queer  Evidence. 

Against  Big  Odds;  or.  The  Bradys’  Great  Stroke. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Forger:  or,  Tracing  the  N.  G.  Check. 

The  Bradys’  Trump  Card  ;  or.  Winning  a  Case  by  Bluff. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Grave  Bobbers;  or,  Tracking  the  Cemetery 

The^Bradys  and  the  Missing  Boy  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  School  No.  6. 
The  Bradys  Behind  the  Scenes;  or,  The  Great  theatrical  Case. 
The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Dens ;  or,  Trapping  the  Crooks 

Chinatown.  ,  .  _  .  m _ 

The  Bradys  Down  East;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Country  Town. 
Working  for  the  Treasury  ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Buiglars. 
The  Bradys’  Fatal  Clew  ;  or,  A  Desperate  Game  for  Go  d. 
Shadowing  the  Sharpers  ;  or,  The  Bradys  $10,000  Deal. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Firebug  ;  or,  Found  in  the  Flames. 

Bradys  in  Texas  ;  or,  The  Great  Ranch  Mystery. 

Bradys  on  the  Ocean  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Stateroom  No.  7. 
Bradys  and  the  Office  Boy  ;  or,  Working  Up  a  Business  Case. 
Bradys  in  the  Backwoods ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Hunters 


of 


The 
The 
The 
The 
Camp. 

Ching  Foo, 
Smokers. 
The  Bradys’ 


the  Yellow  Dwarf;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium 


Still  Hunt ;  or,  The  Case  that  was  Won  by  Waiting. 
Caught  by  the  Camera ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  from  Maine. 
The  Bradys  in  Kentucky  ;  or.  Tracking  a  Mountain  Gang. 

The  Marked  Bank  Note ;  or,  The  Bradys  Below  the  Dead  Line. 

The  Bradys  on  Deck;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Private  Yacht. 

The  Bradvs  in  a  Trap  ;  or,  Working  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 

Over  the  Line  ;  or,  The  Bradys’  Chase  Through  Canada. 

The  Bradys  in  Society;  or.  The  Case  of  Mr.  Barlow. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Slums ;  or.  Trapping  the  Crooks  of  the  Red 

Found  in  the  River;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Box ;  or,  Running  Down  the  Railroad 
Th  ieves 

The  Queen  of  Chinatown  ;  or,  The  Bradys  Among  the  “Hop”  Fiends. 
The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  Smuggler  ;  or,  Working  for  the  Custom 
House.  _ 

The  Bradys  and  the  Runaway  Boys ;  or,  Shadowing  the  Circus 
Sharps. 

The  Bradys 

Church  Yard. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Brokers:  or,  A  Desperate  Game  in  Wall  Street. 
Bradys’  Fight  to  a  Finish  ;  or,  Winning  a  Desperate  Case. 
Bradys’  Race  for  Life  ;  or.  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 

Bradys’  Last  Chance  ;  or,  The  Case  in  the  Dark. 

Bradys  on  the  Road  :  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Drummer. 
Girl  in  Black  ;  or,  The  Bradys  Trapping  a  Confidence  Queen. 
Bradvs  in  Mulberry  Bend  ;  or,  The  Boy  Slaves  of  ‘‘Little  Italy.” 
Bradys’  Battle  for  Life ;  or,  The  Keen  Detectives’  Greatest 
Peril. 

The  Bradys 
Marsh. 

The  Bradys  on  the  Rail  ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Lightning  Express. 


and  the  Ghosts;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 


The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 


and  the  Mad  Doctor ;  or,  The  Haunted  Mill  in  the 
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with  Crime. 


The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 


Queen, 
of  the 


The  Bradys 
ment. 

The  Bradys'  Deep  Deal;  or,  Hand-in-Glove 

Bradvs  in  a  Snare;  or,  The  Worst  Case  of  All. 

Bradys  Beyond  Their  Depth;  or,  Ihe  Great  Swamp  Mysteiy. 
Bradys’  Hopeless  Case;  or,  Against  Plain  Evidence. 

Bradys  at  the  Helm  ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  River  Steamei. 
Bradys  in  Washington  ;  or.  Working  for  the  1  resident. 

Bradys  Duped  ;  or,  The  Cunning  \\  ork  of  Clever  Crooks. 

Bradys  in  Maine  ;  or,  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mysteiy. 
Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 
Bradys  in  Montana  ;  or,  The  Great  Copper  Mine  Case. 

Bradvs  Hemmed  In  ;  or,  Their  Case  in  Arizona. 

Bradvs  at  Sea;  or,  A  Hot  Chase  Over  the  Ocean 
Girl  from  London  ;  or.  The  Bradys  After  a  Confidence 
Bradys  Among  the  Chinamen  ;  or,  The  Yellow  Fiends 

Opium  Joints.  „  ,  _. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Pretty  Shop  Girl ;  or,  The  Grand  Street 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Gypsies  ;  or,  Chasing  the  Child  Stealers. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Wrong  Man ;  or,  The  Story  of  a  Strange 
Mistake  .  _ 

The  Pradys  Betrayed  ;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  a  Traitor. 

The  Bradys  and  Their  Doubles;  or,  A  Strange  Tangle  of  Crime. 
The  Bradys  in  the  Everglades;  or,  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Summer 
Tourist. 

The  Bradvs  Defied  ;  or,  The  Hardest  Gang  in  New  York. 

The  Bradys  in  High  Life;  or,  The  Great  Society  Mystery. 

The  Bradys  Among  Thieves;  or,  Hot  WorK  in  the  Bowery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Sharpers;  or,  In  Darkest  New  York. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits;  or,  Hunting  for  a  Lost  Boy. 

The  Bradys  in  Central  Park;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mall. 

The  Bradys  on  their  Muscle  ;  or,  Shadowing  the  Red  Hook  Gang. 
The  Bradys’  Opium  Joint  Case  ;  or,  Exposing  the  Chinese  Crooks. 
Bradys’  Girl  Decoy  ;  or,  Rounding  Up  the  East-Side  Crooks. 
Bradys  Under  Fire  ;  or,  Tracking  a  Gang  of  Outlaws. 

Bradys  at  the  Beach  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Bath  House. 
Bradys  and  the  Lost  Gold  Mine  ;  or,  Hot  Work  Among  the 
Cowboys.  ,  .  , 

The  Bradvs  and  the  Missing  Girl  :  or,  A  Clew  Found  in  the  Dark. 
The  Bradys  and  the  Banker ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Treasure  Vault. 
The  Bradys  and  the  Bov  Acrobat;  or.  Tracing  up  a  Theatrical  Case. 

_ The  Bradys  and  Bad  Man  Smith;  or.  The  Gang  of  Black  Bar. 

129  The  Bradys  and  the  Veiled  Girl;  or.  Piping  the  Tombs  Mystery. 

130  The  Bradys  and  the  Deadshot  Gang;  or,  Lively  Work  on  the  I  rontier. 
The  Bradys  with  a  Circus;  or.  On  the  Road  with  the  YVild  Beast 

TclTU  6I*S 

The  Bradys  in  Wyoming;  or,  Tracking  the  Mountain  Men. 

The  Bradys  at  Coney  Island;  or,  Trapping  the  Sea  side  Crooks. 

The  Bradvs  and  the  Road  Agents;  or.  The  Great  Deadwood  Case. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Clerk;  or.  Tracing  a  Lost  Money  Package. 
The  Bradys  on  the  Race  Track;  or.  Beating  the  Sharpers. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Chinese  Quarter;  or.  The  Queen  of  the  Opium  Fiends. 
The  Bradys  and  the  Counterfeiters;  or.  Wild  Adventures  in  the  Blue 
Ridge  Mountains. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Dens  of  New  York;  or,  Working  on  the  John  Street 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Rail  Road  Thieves;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mid¬ 
night  Train. 

The  Bradys  after  the  Pickpockets;  or.  Keen  Work  in  the  Shopping 
District, 

The  Bradys  and  the  Broker;  or.  The  Plot  to  Steal  a  Fortune. 

The  Bradys  as  Reporters;  or.  Working  for  a  Newspaper. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Lost  Ranche;  or.  The  Strange  Case  in  Texas. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Signal  Boy;  or.  The  Great  Train  Robbery. 

The  Bradys  and  Bunco  Bill;  or.  The  Cleverest  Crook  in  New  York. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Female  Detective;  or,  Leagued  with  the  Custom 
Inspectors. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Mystery;  or.  The  Search  for  a  Stolen  Million. 
The  Bradys  at  Cripple  Creek;  or,  Knocking  out  the  “Bad  Men.” 

The  Bradys  and  the  Harbor  Gang;  or.  Sharp  Work  After  Dark. 

The  Bradys  in  Five  Points;  or.  The  Skeleton  in  the  Cellar. 

Fan  Toy.  the  Opium  Queen;  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Smugglers. 
The  Bradys’  Boy  Pupil;  or.  Sifting  Strange  Evidence. 

The  Bradjs  in  the  Jaws  of  Death;  or.  Trapping  the  Wire  Tappers. 
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IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  vou  bv  re- 
turn  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY, 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir — Enelosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me : 

...  copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN.  Nos . 

....  “  “  PLUCK  AND  LUCK  “  . 

_  “  “  SECRET  SERVICE  “  . 

“  “  THE  LIBERTY  BOY^S  OF  ’76,  Nos . 

....  “  “  Ten-Cenf  Hand  Books,  Nos . 
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